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PREFATORY NOTICE, 
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usual routine of love-labor — seeks to ingratiate its eflFortSj 
through affliction, with the master minds of those that will 
appreciate talent, trusting to the leniency of multitudinous 
critics, and with a desire to win even their approbation. 

I am, sincerely, 

THALIA CATHAEINE SEAGEE. 
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TO MY SON, 

H. LEE VEE^TE SEAGER, 

I DEDICATE THIS LABOR OP LOVE, 

IN REMEMBRANCE OP DEEDS, THROUGH 

APPLICTION, NOT CHRONICLED, 

BUT IN THE HEART. 

"SHE HATH DONE WHAT SHE COULD." 
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APPLE BLOSSOMS. 

Apple blossoms; none sweeter than these, 

Culled from the boughs of our own native trees ; 

Formed in their beauty by the master hand, 

Painted by stealth by a spirit band — 

Their tints with perfection so cunningly traced, 

No showers from heaven their beauty effaced. 

Rocked by the winds ere the buds unfold. 

Kissed by the dews, not grudgingly doled ; 

And Sol, with a smile, looks lovingly down 

With a genial warmth that will not brown 

Those tiny budlets, that may be seen 

Just peeping forth from their nests of green. 

I sit ensconced in their leafy shade. 

Showered with blossoms that quickly fade ; 

A chrysalid change, for a fruitage rare 

Creeps forth from the depths overshadowed with care. 

And ere well aware, it falls with a thud. 

Perfected in form ; no "Worm i' the bud" 

To eat from the core, its beauty to mar — 

Unfit for the mart, we cast it afar. 

Thus, early in life, keep the thoughts pure within, 

Lest a worm i' the bud discolor with sin ; 

The bloom, in its changes, prepared for the fold, 

Will welcome the harvest, its fruitage, pure gold. 

Blossoms, sweet blossoms, you leave us, but then, 

With presage of beauty you'll shower again, 

Tho' your budlets lie hidden, so closely pressed. 

Asleep, in the depths of the mother home-nest. 



SHIPS THAT NEVER BEACHED PORT. 

I was but a child, when my day-dreams began, 
I loved them, their handicraft, plotting and plan ; 
They came to me oft and I conjured them o'er, 
I bedecked them with ideals from unwritten lore. 
Their witcheries thrilled me, but their value, I ween. 
In the drama of life, was naught but a sheen : 
The days came apace, in the race I would win. 
If my dreams told the tale, for my ship was not in. 
That ship was my idol, O the visions that came. 
With what riches 'twas freight, no imagery could frame; 
"Father Time" with his sickle was e'er on the alert, 
Would he grant me a respite 'til my ideals were girt ? 
In the morning of youth, ere the tempter his foils 
Had thrown as a glamour, to bind in his toils, 
My ship was a wee one, but the cunningest craft — 
The fairies could launch it, for the breezes to waft ; 
But it ne'er reached its port, for 'twas laden with song. 
And the pirates were birds ; but methinks it were wrong 
To dream of that gift, tho' a wee ones throat 
Could trill a sweet song ere lisping a note. 
But the childish ideal, ne'er brought to its mart, 
Has naught to recall it, but a '^Orave in the Heart." 
Time brought its changes, and the mind ne'er at rest. 
Enlarged that strange craft, with an added behest : 
"Bring me riches, not gold, but a richness of mind. 
With an added ideal, and its beauty I'll bind ; 

freight with thy treasures ! let them come as thou wilt." — 
This message wrought havoc : ^'That ship is not built/' 
That ship was a dream-craft, and with naught to lave. 

It withered and died ; 'twas an added grave. 
That ship was not built ; my craft was a dream, 
A phantom of mind, not even a beam 
Had been laid, and this thought came to mind — 

1 must huild my ship; I will have it outlined : 
The outlines must come from a draughtsman bold. 
And the craft must be staunch from spar, to hold, 
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For its freight will be treasures of dreamland lore, 
Culled from memory^s jewels, e^er lavish, in store : 
And gems will be seized from the miser's hoard — 
E'er, rare, latent thoughts, it's bound treasures aflFord ; 
And poetry's rythm, from its wealth, I'll unearth. 
So long held in durance, unboundless its worth. 
That ship shall be launched ; O, give it a name ! 
I list for the answer : ''Emblazon it. Fame/' 
The stroke is a bold one, but the race I will win — 
With pride herald the news : My ship has come in. 



BREAKERS. 

Breakers ahead, in their wildest conmiotion, 

E'en seething in fury weak mortal to claim ; 

E'er danger in venture from out a fair haven 

To wrest from Life's ocean, in turmoil, a name. 

Breakers ahead — ^in their ghoulish diversion, 
Seeking to wreck talent's etching of worth ; 

Lashing and dashing its hope, in its outset- 

In jealous attire, hounding fame, at its birth. 

Breakers ahead : Ye who 'scaped wildest storm-bent. 
Encompassed its terrors, tho' cycled in feint, 

Now breasting the billows of fame's open ocean — 
Give birth to its ensign, ere censure, attaint. 

Old Ocean of Worth, give ear to the weakling 

That dares, in its onset, thy breakers to breast ; 

So frail is its barque for the rush of thy surges — 

Temper winds to the brain-craft — its efforts attest. 
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DOREETAH, 

In the vastness of the forest, 
In its boundless depths of grandeur 
Where the ruthless hand of creature, 
Man, so named by Him, the Maker, 
Ne'er had maimed the spreading wildness, 
Ne'er had wrecked its pathless beauty 
Bom of wealth of Nature's wooing. 
Cast in mould of Nature's cunning, 
Massed, yclad, in changeful verdure 
Till the icy blasts from northward 
Barbed in wiles so penetrating 
Stripped its bended branches, swaying, 
Swaying e'er, e'en wrapped in slumber- 
Cloaked, the while, in winter's whiteness. 
Cuddling close the tiny budlets 
Waiting e'er to break from bondage. 
Breathe anew the passing fragrance 
Born of wealth of breasted blossoms — 
Here, where Nature bred her nurslings. 
Clothed them e'er from hidden treasure, 
Child of Nature, chaste Doreetah, 
Summer Bain, in f ancy^^ painted, 
Trilled the trills which nurtured nestlings 
Hoarded e'er, till bounden duty 
Called them forth with wiles so cunning— r 
Called them, lest the flying moments 
In their haste to guard the measure 
Of their own sweet songs of freedom, 
Blast the store of latent trillings 
Caught from lips in notes entrancing : > 
And the robin, the Opechee, 
And the blue-bird, the Owaissa, 
Quick exchange gave e'er to maiden ; 
Looted e'en the tangled wildwood 
And the deep morass, where mingling, 
Caught these newest notes and bore them 






In their wild and simple sweetness 
To their owrij where dusky maiden 
Vieing -e'er, in mass of treasure, 
To outstrip the feathered songsters, 
Trilled and trilled again their measure- 
While with leaf and bud and berry, 
Stained the bark in imitation 
Of their own heaven-tinted plumage. 
Summer Bain, the image, viewing, 
Mirrored e'er in depths so glassy. 
Clasped her hands in adoration 
As the spirit form in fullness 
Mimicked e'en each undulation — 
Longing with intensest passion 
E'er to clasp it in her bosom. 
E'er to hear a voice in answer 
To her own wild notes of pleasure ; 
Caught, the while, an inspiration — 
Traced the shadowy form, in likeness, 
Framed in full on birch and maple. 
Stained the lifelike lines, till heaven 
Oped its wealth of hidden brightness — 
Bathed it with eternal splendor 
Till it caught and held its luster. 
Bated breath, the while, Doreetah 
Gazed upon its changeless beauty. 
Till, enraptured with its cunning, 
Brest the lips, with mute appealing 
For an answering tithe, not heeding 
Adjudaumo keen, the squirrel. 
Beeping from his bushy covert. 
Watching, waiting e'en as ever 
For the sweet caress of maiden ; 
Wist not of Wabasso, sitting 
On his haunches — ^keen, the rabbit 
In^his wild and untamed beauty — 
Lost in silent admiration 
Till the soughing of the wild wind 
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Keyed the notes of transient hunter, 
Echoing shrill in distant woodland. 
Clasping close her priceless treasure 
Fleet of foot she bounded onward, 
Onward^ till in lessened distance 
Saw the white man in his rambling ; 
Ne'er had gazed upon his likeness, 
Ne'er had heard the huntsman's bugle 
In the breadth of Nature's doing, 
In the path of tireless roaming 
Fret by teeming Nature's cunning. 
Prest, the while, by wily hunter, 
Turned she, in her native beauty, 
And the tale of mocking spirit 
Loosed from lips so berry-tinted. 
Pierced the heart of waiting listener. 
Pierced it with its jargon, simple. 
As the plastic mind of maiden 
Wrought its own of waternsipirit 
Freed from depths of limpid river. 
Caught, to hold in arms, so loving : 
"Face and form, in beauty, pictured. 
Nature's Art/' said Brave, the hunter, 
" 'Tis her own, her own — ^Doreetah's, 
Glossed with heaven's eternal lustre." 
White man's wiles, so oft repeated. 
Poignant, in their depth of passion 
E'er to hold the treasured token 
Bom, in mind, of water-spirit. 
Pierced the heart of dnsky maiden 
With a barb from Cupid's arrow 
Wet with dew of White man's duping : 
Urged a gift — ^the pictured fancy 
Of the wild, untamed Doreetah, 
Stained so Ixue on nature's canvas, 
Worth, of nature's buds and blossoms 
Fit to adorn the White man's dwelling — 
Fit to grace the White man's heaven. 
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Summer Rain in anguish, pleaded, 
Loth to lose the spirit's likeness 
Retched from river's depths, in fullness. 
Held by bark of birchen firmness ; 
Ne'er again in forest's vastness. 
Ne'er again in wigwam, lonely. 
Hunter's wiles, ne'er lessened, constant. 
Wrought its own, and lowly artist 
Loosed the hold of cleated heart-strings. 
Bared her breast, that steel from quiver 
Pierce the heart left lone in sorrow : 
"Mirrored river, ne'er translucent, 
Holds in fullness, water-spirit; 
Wrest again its comely likeness 
From its depths," said Brave, the hunter. 
Broken-hearted, wailing, wailing — 
Shunning e'en the wonted wigwam- 
Wandering lone in depth of forest 
Teeming e'er in mass of blossoms. 
Looting ne'er its maize of grandeur. 
Dropping, in its wealth of sweetness. 
Parrying, as if dread of phantom 
Mocking e'en her depth of sorrow — 
Sorrow keen, as limpid river 
In its flow held naught of beauty — 
Lost! the laughing water-spirit 
Born of nature's love in fullness. 
Lost! — as naught but troubled vision 
Shimmered in its depths so glassy : 
Banned ! — the art of nature's wooing 
Cloistered in her heart so sorrowing ; 
Banned ! — ^the love of nature's cunning, 
Shrived, when erst it lured beseeching : 
And the soul of forest maiden 
Longing e'er to grasp her treasure. 
Burst the bonds of teddered heart-strings 
Banded in their simple wildness, 
Fleeing, in her frenzied humor 
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Far beyond the haunts of wild-man. 
Summer's sun with all its glory 
Bickered not, tho' transient ever ; 
Winter's wind in cleat communion 
Loitered not, but clothed with whiteness 
Wrecks of death's insidious doing, 
Fret by love's persistent planning — 
Hugged its own in wild commotion 
Gauged by dire reminder, fitly, 
iTaught could trace its sinuous trending, 
Xaught could stay its seemly ravage. 
Seeking, seeking, ever seeking 
For the white man's wonted covert, 
Holden in, whose keen perception, 
All the wealth of Art's unfolding ; 
Eecking not of changeful verdure, 
Fading bloom, tho' showered in plenty. 
Hoary frosts, in blight foretelling, 
Winter's snow a shroud preparing : 
Naught but love of water-spirit 
In the heart so full of sorrow, 
Naught but clasping in her bosom 
Could assuage the depth of anguish. 
"Where the wealth of snow lay deepest. 
All, enshrouded with its splendor. 
Glistening, as the gates of heaven 
Oped and shed its beams of love-light — 
Burst upon her raptured vision 
White man's home, no rated wigwam — 
Heaven, in all its gorgeous trappings 
Held her own, her own — ^Doreetah's — 
Arms uplifted, gazing, gazing — 
Heeding not the winds so chilling, 
Piling high in wild commotion, 
Weaving shroud for dusky maiden 
Stark and cold — ^tho' mute, appealing 
For her own, her own — ^Doreetah's. 
Chiseled by the Hand of Maker, 
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Sculptor keen, with whetted armor 
Bearing naught of earth's invention, 
Cast, in full, of heaven's own doing — 
"Nature's art'' said Brave, the hunter, 
"White enshrouded, for the burial, 
Winter winds a requiem chanting — 
Lullaby, in weird communion." 
Shackled ne'er, in spirit, wandering. 
Loosed from earth's impetuous wearing. 
Summer Rain, ne'er vainly seeking, 
Clasps her own, her own — Doreetah's. 



CONQUERED. 

"Backward, turn backward, O, Time, in thy flight, 
And make me a child again, just for tonight." 
Came o'er my vision, as a treasure-trove, rare, 
A dream of my childhood, in answer to prayer. 
And again, as of yore, in a transport of glee. 
There came to me, mother — I climbed to her knee 
And pillowed my head on the e'er willing breast, 
And basked in the carol that lulled me to rest. 

Again in my vision, conning days of the past. 
Came a whorl of my boyhood, in memory, ca^t. 
Which the ages of time, let them wear as they will, 
^e'er blunts its rare treasures, but etches the thrill 
That creeps with the memories o'erlapping its ebb, 
And dulls, with its sweetness, the pain in the weh; 
For 'twas woven with flecks, so cunningly traced, 
That a mother's keen vision no longer effaced. 
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Came a snarl of young manhood, in intricate mesh ; 
Broken vows seethed in vice, in their baseness, so fresh, 
That I lived them in memory, their scath rankling deep. 
As they rolled e'en in billows ; and angels could weep 
As they scanned with intentness th' heavenly scroll 
For a tithe eked unsullied, and moistened the roll 
With their tears, in dismay, for temptation and sin. 
Had blotched the fair pages without and within. 

In the heyday of youth, ere the Tempter his toils 
Had spread o'er my pathway to further his foils. 
The gems of my childhood, enhanced by the claim 
Of a mother's sweet counsel, gave credence to name 
Of a rare workman's skill, and in answer to prayer. 
Came this dream of my childhood which wafted me there, 
To a haven of peace, ere the surges of sin 
Barred the heavenly bridge, fond mothers begin. 

Yes, in childhood 'twas plotted, I wandered astray ; 
Ne'er thought me of counsel, love favored alway. 
Till summons of death — she had crossed the dark flood. 
And the tear-drops that fell were e'en tinctured with blood, 
For the conflict that raged 'twixt the wrong and the right. 
Cased in mother-love armor to vanquish the blight. 
Raged flerce, for hell-tainted, the foe of the still 
That blasts with its venom and conquers the will. 

'Twas the dream of my childhood that routed the foe 
That came with its 'lurements so long, long ago ; 
And the gulf of the past with its yawning abyss 
Was bridged by the thought of that dear mother's kiss 
When a wee one I knelt and received that sweet token. 
Forgotten, 'midst vice ; and the dear words then spoken 
Fanned the flicker in flame, which consumed with its fire 
Every longing for self, as a child, led me higlier. 
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"Backward, turn backward, O, Time, in thy flight. 
And make me a child again, just for to-night." 
Only a dream, but the child made the man; 
For, came with the vision, the plot and the plan 
Of that mother-love bridge, begotten of prayer. 
To cross o'er life's perils, to evade every snare ; 
I stood at its foot — gazed with eyes brimming o'er, 
'Twas safe, for its span reached the heavenly shore. 

Not waged, was this war, in indubitable mail. 
Encased in an armor, lest conscience should quail. 
But bared I my breast, for the all of the quiver 
Love-tipped as they came, e'en across the dark river ; 
And pierced to the heart by those gems of the past, 
I breathed but a prayer for the vision to last ; 
But the child is a man, cursing vice, wine, and pelf — 
By the dream of my childhood, I conquered myself. 



MAXIMUM. 



"Beyond the Alps lies Italy." 
O, sage, give ear to plea ! 
Canst tell the route with certainty. 
What gain 'twill bring to me ? 
I gaze o'er heights, foretelling 
That danger lurks, in wait 
To crush the hope, o'ershadowed 
By stem, predistined fate. 

"Beyond the Alps lies Italy." 

I gaze afar with awe — 

To climb o'er snow-capped mountains, 

No weak, relenting law 

Will pave the route so smoothly 

That all may reach the goal — 

Non-used the heaven-bom effort. 

Given Man's immortal soul. 
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O, Alps, to reach famed Italy — 
Must form Cyclopic schemes 
To breast thy storms, entrapping 
The wary, e'en, in dreams 
I would not quell the tempests, 
But dare their force to meet. 
Forgetting ne'er the victory won 
In war's exciting heat. 

O, Italy ! Not all may reach 
Thy covert — ^but e'er claim, 
The while, destined to failure, 
Not low, agodlike aim; 
Not all may reach the summit, 
Gaze o'er thy distant clime — 
Not banned the mighty effort. 
Not failure, e'er a crime. 



HEAVEN, AND ETTYKET. 

Alack a-day, it hez come to pass, 

Sech rules ez I hev met ; 
The church o' God, in all its ways, 

Must conform to ettyhet. 

I set me here, an' tear-drops start. 

They come 'ithout my will ; 
My heart is crushed — ^the way is rough, 

Wile climbing up the hill. 

Last Sabbath morn I went to church, 

But I cannot go today. 
An' Jane, my wife, sets by my side — 

We do not know their way. 
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We're strangers, but we love the truth ^^>^?^ 

An' we sought the House o' God ; ^.T^ © 

He wus not thar—ihej knew us not — "^O^**^ 

We bowed — "Passed under the Rod." ^^. ^ ^ 

r 

Next airly mom I sought 'em out — 

Methought it wus no sin ; 
"Thar's a stranger knockin' at yer door, 

Will ye let him in, him in ?" 

"Waal, yes, the door is open wide. 

The latch string' is alius loosed. 
You passed our way — ^we knew you not, 

Fur we wur not interduced/' 

"We hev our laws, we're very strict. 

An' all our pews are let ; 
Our way to heaven, we'll sing by note. 

An' the rules of ettyket." 

"Our church is graded, high an' low. 

It's known by the garb that's wore ; 
Thar's alius room, fur the lower grade, 

Kin find seats nigh the door." 

I temed away 'ith footsteps slow, 

An' breathed an innard prayr ; 
Fur ettyket an' dress can't reach 

Our gradin', "over thar." 

That very night I dreamp a dream, 

A vision, if yer will, 
That churchman's soul wus on the way, 

A-climbin' "Zion hill." 

He reached the "Gate" — ^he gin a knock, 

He wus mute ; his tongue wus not loosed, 
As he heerd these words : 'T lenow ye not. 

We hev not bin interduced." 
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He terned — saw comin' up the hill, 

A Salvashun Army core ; 
He knew 'em by their shout o' song, 

An' by the palms they bore. 

"These are the crowns that we shall wear. 
We shall wear. 
When all the saints are crowned. 
These are the palms that we shall bear. 
We shdil bear. 
On yonder holy ground." 

An' jest behind, the Volunteers, 

Sang praises to the Lamb ; 
"The battle's o'er, the victory's won, 

O, take me ez I am." 

The Pearly gates wur opened wide. 
Their means, he could not see ; 

His mute tongue, loosed, in anguish, cried, 
^'No gate *s ajar fur meT 

You'll not ride in by a ^T.azy-man's gate," 
You must aim the prize you'll get — 

An' mark it well, you'll lose the crown, 
You would win by ettyket 

Bedeck yer caskets — ^adom 'ith dress, 
An' appear afore Him, spruced. 

He'll tern away — ^^I hnow ye not. 
We hev not bin interduced,** 
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A TRUE HEROINE. 

'Twas the night boding Shiloh's rank carnage, 

Merging close into Sabbath's sweet rest, 
While Luna looked down o'er the camp-fire 

And the hosts with their armor close prest — 
And saw 'midst the twinkling of star lights 

In the dark copse outlying their range. 
Tiny earth-angel mantled with dewdrops 

Sleeping peaceful with guardians so strange. 

Her night-watch encircled in love-trick. 

Hugged close in affection's embrace, 
Lay, guarding the soldier's wee loved one. 

While pillowed so sweetly, the face — 
For Nero, a lover, ne'er bondaged, 

Grew apace, in his love, with the van 
That encircled their own — ^ne'er a changeling 

Could cover a foe — ^barred, the man. 

Tiny hands clutched the form of a dolly 

Held close 'gainst the darling's breast, 
And birdlet mourned e'er for its shelter. 

For hoarded with treasures, a nest ; 
Night angels thro' shimmering of moonbeams 

Smiled sweetly, e'er watching their trust — 
And the Hand that o'ershadowed their try sting 

Ne'er wearied of guardians so just. 

All the day, till the gathering shadows 

Gave (Credence of nature's own rest. 
Wee Paula trudged wearily onward. 

Urged alway by love's sweet behest — 
For papa's last message to dear one 

From campfire's red gleam, at its best. 
Scored its own in the heart of his nestling. 

Safely housed in the cosy home nest. 
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"All alone by the flickering camp-fire, 

Poor papa sits, nursing the pain 
From the tenure of fear, banding heart-strings, 

Which presses again and again — 
That the sweep of recording death-angel 

Which hovers o'er battle's stained field. 
Will write papa's name with the fallen — 

For the fates of the carnage ne'er yield." 

"If papa had wings, O, how quickly 

He would fly to his wee one's embrace. 
And bask in the radiance of love-light 

That revels in wealth o'er her face — 
But war, in its wide desolation. 

Plays havoc with treasures so dear. 
And the heart of the soldier is heavy. 

For the fate of his own, tho' so near." 

Yes, nearer the camp-fire's red gleaming 

Than the soldier's own thoughts could divine. 
For the child, in her love for the absent. 

Close, close as the tendrils entwine — 
Sallied forth on a mission of love treat, 

Hoarding kisses "For papa's own self," 
Which, valued by donor's sweet child claim, 

"Worf more 'an a mountain of pelf." 

But hark ! through the glimmer of morning 

Breaking forth from the bondage of night, 
Came the roar of the cannon's dread signal 

Belching forth from Confederate right ; 
Wee Paula so rudely awakened. 

Clasped the toy babe close, close to her heart, 
And signalled her watcher so faithful — 

"Quick ! to papa, to papa, mus' start !" 
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From the dense wood, on ill-fated morning, 

Poured a line of Confederate brave. 
But, met by the valor of Federal 

Striving e'er their fair honor to save — 
E'en massed for the sabre-thrust, fiercely. 

But melted from storm, shot and shell. 
And the victory — if victory be carnage, 

Confederate and Federal — ^Ah, well ! 

In the rear of the battle's vast havoc. 

Hugged close in his dying embrace, 
Lay the wee one whose duty ne'er faltered 

When urged by her love, in the race — 
But Death, as in direst foreboding, 

Hovered o'er in its sickening dread, 
And Paula's last rite to the loved one 

Ere his soul to the Maker had fled — 
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Water! Water!'' — ^wrenching quickly from death grip, 

Having naught from her treasures to choose. 
Soldier's wee one, with Nero for helpmeet, 

Filled with nectar her own tiny shoes — 
Caught the blessing, ere eyes closed in death-sleep, 

Then the angel of mercy, so true. 
Gave alike to the heroes of battle — 

Tiny heart, bonded Gray with the Blue. 

Pied, the memory, with heroines of battle, 

Who recked not of storm, shot and sHell, 
But, pledged to the outcome of duty. 

Plied the fuse of the cannon — e'en well — 
But list ! 'twas at Shiloh's rank carnage. 

That, embossed on the annals, so true. 
Was the love-gift of nature's sweet nectar — 

All alike, bonded — Gray and the Blue. 
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CHBISTMA8 GREETINGS. 

Sweetly the strains of the anthem 

Came, thrilling the listening ear, 
And filling the heart with the grandeur 

Of fond memory's treasures so dear — 
It oped, with its rythm of gladness, 

The well of the soul's endless joy — 
For the choral brewed heavenly beverage 

Unmixed with the earth's base alloy. 

I drank of its depth, in a transport. 

Excess overflowed with its love. 
And the soul in ecstatic communion 

Caught the strain of the seraph's, above — 
And chanted the song till the fullness 

O'erreached e'en the boundaries of earth. 
And clad in the wealth of heart-offering 

Its symphony reveled in worth. 

The joy-bells pealed forth their glad welcome. 

Their joyance in tone bubbling o'er. 
Till, caught by the breeze, in obeisance, 

'Twas wafted to e'en distant shore — 
And mingling with own, blended sweetly. 

Its harmony tuned to the lyre 
Of archangels listed in glory 

Attuned to the heavenly choir. 

For Christmas, with all its true bearings 

Ycleped, in the annals of worth. 
Whose heraldry, couched under shadow 

Of beneficent Ruler of Earth — 
Had again oped its round of rejoicing 

And scattered its wealth o'er and o'er. 
Till earth with munificent echo 
Plied its transit in rapturous encore. 
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Not lost, the weird lay of the vespers, 

At eventide's girth of last notes 
Which pierce e'en the earth's utmost limit. 

From wealth of glad songsters' sweet throats-*- 
Till ravishing strains, e'en exultant, 

Grow fainter — e'er pleading to last, 
But stayed, the tense chords, to vibration. 

For Christmas, merry Christmas, was past. 



BOMONA. 



Bum — burrij internal fire ! scath e'en the soul 
Where rankling animosity holds sway 

Which sheathes its own, its cankerous rot, 
And girts its hell in tortured heart, alway I 

An arid waste, whose fire rekindled e'er 

From thrusts of sabre-tongue's relentless ire, 

Lest rank pollution etch its damning hold 
On winnowed heart erst cleansed by fire. 

Of old, the story reads, the Master's call 
For sinless souls to quickly claim their own 

And brand the erring one in mute appeal — 
In cleanliness of heart, to cast the stone — 

Brought quick dismissal ; e'en turned away 
In looks downcast; His censure keen 

To whited sepulchres in mock array, 
Banded in ardor virulent, to soul, demean. 

Not e'en condemned by man, whose sin confessed 

In hastened exit, all — ajar the door; 
Alone with Him, who spake in accents mild — 

"Neither do I condemn thee ; go, and sin no more." 
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I laugh with scorn at clinging garments held 
So close, so close — contamination's sabre-thmst 

From carrion's witless horde, self-righteous clothed — 
That, erring, deem that deed of darkness — ^just 

Long years agone, wee innocent was cased 
By mother's tender care — and closely pressed 

The dainty darling's form — Gk)d-given, in trust, 
That reveled e'er in ecstasy — so oft caressed. 

Not Father Time could stay his own decree, 
But sealed the coffined past — its true demise 

In naught but spectres cast, a motley throng 

That keep the sod o'er heart-graves green, lest memory 
dies. 

That memory sweet, yclad with all the joys 
Of childhood's fancy-free, unleavened wealth. 

Holds e'er dominion, absolute, o'er soul's disdain — 
Lest hounded mortal cease to own its stealth. 

O, rancorous heart, purged from earth-born desire, 

Tho' scarlet be thy sin, full well I know. 
That hell's internal fire, its damning hold. 

Will cleanse the tortured soul, e'en "White as snow." 



OUR GIRLS. 



In my day dreams, so verdant, conning days of the past, 
Which the whorl of life's turmoils ne'er scathed in their blast. 
Came o'er me in billows, those sweet hours of old, 
When blest with our darlings, all safe in our fold : 
And the tears well, while revelling in retrospect deep 
In those halcyon days, that were filled with the sweep 
Of hopes held in bondage, 'til loosed in the swale. 
Which the pitfalls of life ne'er lose in their trail. 
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We we.re seven ; and our home rang with joyance, cleat 
In our hearts, as we guided their pattering feet, 
While busy as helps, ne'er a hindrance, for mother 
Would solve the enigma of worth, as no other ; 
And pater J with smiles, viewing wealth o'er and o'er, 
Ycleped, with his treasures, found massed in its store, 
A world in his heart, filled with pleasure, that hurls 
A shaft at the icon, stone-hearted 'gainst girls. 

We loved them, tho' fraught with desires not in wake 
With the pleasures of home, which their idols would break ; 
And each in their turn framed the acme of life 
And quitted the home-nest for the swirl and the strife 
Of God-given missions, their loved ones ne'er quelled, 
Tho' oft in their hearts the lone spirit rebelled. 
But ne'er bared the anguish of soul 'til the last 
From the home of her childhood forever had passed. 

Alone, now we sit, naught save memories sweet, 
To recall bygone days when their pattering feet 
Made music, the chords of which ring, for they bear 
In our hearts the glad strains for eternity's wear. 
All alone : and the web of our life nearly filled 
With the woof, recollections, all cuddled and billed 
For a mart not reeking of earth-tainted wold ; 
!N'e'er alone — ^with our darlings, all safe in His fold. 
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JOY, WHILE SORROWING. 

The funeral rites air over, and Reuben's laid away, 
And I, his wife, set weepin', tho' all the livelong day 
The sweetest thoughts, in billows, came rushin' o'er and o'er 
And drowned me in the memories of happy days of yore. 
When him an' me played married, and sot up keepin' house 
In granther's garret chamber, where oft a leetle mouse 
Played hide and seek, till Reuben's eye, espied its dainty self 
And done it up in Chinee way, and set it on the shelf. 

I'm weepin' out my sorrow, w'ile smiles slip kinder in. 

Wen thinkin' o'er them bygone days, w'ich n'er can come ag'iiJi 

But jest in mind, tho' often, it iles the ache and pain 

Of tightly tensioned heart-strings, broke nigh about in twain. 

And them air scenes o' childhood, like oases, will bring 

A heapin' harvest in the soul, w'ich memories will cling, 

Tor him an' me, the actors, as a story in a book. 

Fills clar the cup to brimmin' — ^jest like a pictur', took. 

Come later on, them childish plays, gin in to playin' true. 
And ready blushes came and went w'en Reuben aimed to woo ; 
And Father Time, in seemin' glee, iled up his laggin' self 
And eenmost jumped bef ront his own, in argin' antic elf 
To do w'at ne'er was done before, make futur' into now. 
As Reuben scace could wait a bit, his all, me, to endow ; 
But ne'er abashed, time woggled on, till Reuben's plea hild good, 
Right then and there, we two ware one, for keeps, jest as we 
stood. 

And the days glid by 'ith fullness, our happiness complete. 
As we listened to the patter of our dainty darlin's feet, 
For the ever generous Maker, makin' Reuben's wishes true, 
If ever thinkin' 'em a trouble, opened up, an' sent us — two; 
How we doctored 'em thro' colic, measles, croup, and divers ills 
Reuben's willin' hands, so ready, savin' e'er of doctor's bills : 
Only lent us by the Master, were these leetle ones so sweet. 
And he claimed 'em air the Tempter led astray their teenty feet. 
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Comes creepin', creepin' o'er me, a lonesome f eelin' now, 
For livin' life 'ithout him, I scarcely will know how ; 
There'll be no one to kiver all the pitfalls in the way, 
No one to bridge the chasms, yawning e'er in mind display ; 
There'll be a dearth o' blessin's at the evetide's table, spread. 
And lost, that strain o' music, from Reuben's scriptur', read ; 
And most, as tired natur', betook him airly to his rest, 
I'll miss that warmed place waitin', in our cosy leetle nest. 

O, blest the "Balm o' Gilead," that heals the ache an' paiu 
Of partin' 'ith our loved ones ! but cleat, the links o' chain 
That reaches to the haven where sorrow is no more. 
And rivited its tensioned love, close to the distant shore. 
I'm smilin' now, in knowin', that the journey is near done 
W'ich holds me here, in variance, for we two should be one. 
An' go away together, droppin' e'er all worldly care — 
But he'll be at the foot to help me, w'en I climb the "Golden 
Stair." 



THE PLOT OF ACHILLES. 

I woo thy coming, Sol, the mists have cleared away 
Which chilled my very soul ; O, welcome is the day ! 
'Twere vain — 'twere vain to pierce the gloom of night 
Which holds its own, in hours, till prest by ravening light. 
A dread falls o'er me, when He who wields his power 
The curtain draws — I writhe in agony, I cower — 
Till lighted in the heavens the lamp of night. 
Which quick reveals the shadowed all to mortal sight. 
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1 wot that hell with all its terrors, damning e'er, 
Its own abysm — eternal blackness, lessening ne'er. 
In constant meditation in full and diresome train, 
Could wreck the treasured rest, give e'er incessant pain 
As sable-mantled Night, when mind with horror filled 
With crime's devoted claim to darkness, e'er 'tis willed 
That in the throes of awful doom I watch, the livelong night 
And hail with gladsome heart a flickering ray of light. 

'Tis strategem that wins — my vigil ekes its own, 
For divers ways and means steal in the mind, alone, 
To wreck the adamantine walls so broad and high 
\Miere rare encased a jewel lies, in eagerness I ply. 
While guarding e'er the held invincible, lest traitor lurk 
In by-way inconceivable ; ne'er duty loaned in trust, I shirk, 
But view the trend of devious doings — ^bom of night. 
Which, cased in hell's infernal hold — avoid the light. 

Would know the treasure guarded e'er ? I loth impart 

The secret holden in the girt of Faith — a woman's heart; 

Long have I sought in vain its citadel to force, 

For stormed by arrows barbed with gold, they veered their 

course, , 

Till Jiope e'en spent — its quiver robbed of glittering worth. 
Oped full the pampered mind, where erst was dearth ; 
Intrinsic worth of Love, ne'er gold, barred by its foil. 
Could win the stake, e'en girted by its bound of toil. 

Not bartered in the mart, this winsome maiden's heart. 
So oft beset by various strategems of wily Cupid's dart, 
But ne'er determined man plied Damascus tempered blade. 
That owned defeat, tho' fenced with skill by dextrous maid. 

One purpose clave in mind — ^I ne'er would yield 
And leave my dead strown on the battle field 
For vultures e'er to glut, but trusted brain-craft, true. 
To quick devise a strenuous scheme — ^to dare and do; 
And bounden duty plain, to cast the foil of earth 
That shackles e'er the inborn wealth, inherent worth, 
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And woo with nature's own, that God-given Love, 

That welds its endless chain to realm above. 

Came on apace from conjured thought, a fancied feint, 

To lose earth-given identity, e'en gold attaint, 

And raze cyclopic barrier 'gainst high-born pride, 

To ope the well-spring of the heart, so oft denied. 

A valiant watchman treads the highway centering near 
The chosen of all damsels fair, the all his heart holds dear ; 
All through the long and dreary night, his vigilance complete, 
With true fidelity, his watch — ne'er hounded, lagging feet. 
But close — and closer, as Death deals, pace for pace 
With lengthening strides, so like, to win the race. 

She does not know — she does not know that conquering swain 
Has cast the senseless show of earth — its paltry gain, 
And husbands e'er the manly worth, God-given, in trust, 
Which, latent, barred the immortal plan, all-wise and just. 

'Tis ever true — "Love laughs at locks," the while 

In intrigues opes the hidden way — ^in very guile, 

And when within the citadel where, coyly, love's concealed, 

Wide opened are the doors of heart — its all of worth revealed. 

Aha I my wily maid, Cupid breathes within thy very fold, 
And basks in love so long withheld — debarred by pride of gold ; 
I do not watch and wait, for caged, the captured prize 
So close within my heart where wealth of manhood lies ; 
Its latent strength of cloistered love, revealed by force, 
Has razed the held invincible and gluts its racy course. 

Not penetrated e'en in part, this full and e'er complete disguise. 
My lady fair accepts in truth, a watchman bold — and wondrous 

wise; 
And Love has won, what titled pride nor gold from ready mart 
Could hope to gain — through honest toil, won e'en a woman's 

heart. 
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A KING. 

A child, in his innocent pastime, 

Unkept, in his semblance of kind — 
Humanity^s dreg, in his seeming. 

Ne'er a prodigy, cited in mind — 
Gave worth of a child-voice, melodious, 

Eapt-keyed, that the welkin might ring 
With the shout of diminutive worldling — 

"Hear ye, heaven; / wish I was Teing!" 

And the years in their fruitage gave promise. 

From child-aspiration's keen bent. 
Of a kingdom, in heart, 'waiting monarch — 

A nobleman^s harvest, love-sent — 
And the tryst of affection's true homage 

Gave Worth of the tranced welkin-ring. 
For the child-wish, grown ripe in its outset. 

In the strength of its manhood, was Icing. 



RICE AND POOR. 

Eiding in state in his "coach and four," \ 

Rich met Poor, and in mirth, galore, ' 

Gave way to his own true state of bliss 

In boast, that the "Gift of the gods," ne'er miss : 

"Well, Poor, in your manner of life — so slow. 

All out of the line of fast, you know, 

Would you learn of the ways and means that gold 

Gives life its tenure ? How e'en love is sold ?" 
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^^It buildeth its walls on the shores of Sea 
And blocks its waves when in riotous glee ; 
It plows the deep from shore to shore. 
With crafts so staunch — in fixed encore. 
With its wondrous power, the Earth's in girth 
With its lightning, held, of boundless worth ; 
It bringeth glad tidings, in language, meet — 
From their homes afar our own we greet." 

"It giveth the world, great, learned men, 
It wields the sword, it guides the pen ; 
While you are plodding to earn your keep. 
The fleet in the fray grasp wealth by a leap. 
And gloat in its might, its power to swerve 
The hope of a nation, by purchased nerve ; 
Love, bought and sold, by its basilisk power 
Gives gold its choice, a kingly dower." 

"Hold, Rich ! In your traffic of love, for cursed gold. 
The rank misery left in- the mart is untold ; 
Its glitter gives way, and its ashes foretell — 
Banned wages of gold sate the holder, with hell. 
Your thesis is grand; 'gainst the waves, gold has power- 
But the hand of the Maker lays waste, in an hour ; 
Gold rides the high seas, with its waves, not at will — 
Bonded only to Him, and obeys — 'Peace, be still.' " 



"Gold glitters in worth, e'er a treasure-trove rare. 
Indented in tithes, that the many may share ; 
But hoarded in stealth, environed with Self — 
Hell-bound in their mission — ^its coffers of pelf. 
Rank enmity lurks 'gainst its holders of State, 
Death-dealing in purpose — e'er lying in wait 
To wreck fortune's pageant, its emblems, lay low. 
Thrice cursed — ^with emolument, title, vain show." 
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"O, Kich ! In thy greed for the profit from gold 
Waxed warm, in the wake of the ribald^s hold — 
Ne'er lost, in thy mind, its intrinsic worth. 
When all in equality, encompass the earth ; 
Ne'er again — ^with its mantle so courteously held, 
So enwrapped in its folds — e'er its secret to weld 
In a casing of gold, will crime's branded host 
Lay waste Worth's insignia, barred Eight at its post." 

"Be warned : Have a care in the taking of toll ; 
Is gaining the world worth the price of a soul ? 
One, slow in the race, holds his hand to the plow — 
His wages well earned by the sweat of his brow. 
The glitter of gold has its charms but a day — 
Eternity's waves roll in grandeur, alway : 
In amassing your wealth, beware of its leaven. 
The rich ne'er inherit the Kingdom of heaven." 



GUINEVERE. 

"Prithee tell me mother, dear, 

If old Ocean sleeps this night ; 
Close — so close, she's creeping near, 

Covering treasures from the sight ; 
Ah ! I almost grasped th' wave 

That lapped so cunningly the hand 
Extended ; but, kissing with its lave. 

Receded — ^having naught to do with land." 

''It will not sleep: 'Tis anger unrebuked ; 

It boils — ^it seethes — its ebullition, bold. 
Its roisterly turbulence — ^unfluked, 

A presage of the almighty wold 
That brooks no limit, daughter, Guinevere, 
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And resteth not — the end beginning o'er 
In imitable pathos ; ay me ! — do not fear 

Tho' omens augur ill, for clouds that lower 
In sullen fury, overlap old Ocean's span 

And moan — and moan, symphonious, in glee, 
And boisterously proclaim their van 

As monarch of the never-ending sea. 
Are bonded by the Hand, my Guinevere, 

That boldest All. Vain — vain their rage 
That wooes no rest ; be of good cheer 

Tho' morrow heralds th' unwritten page/' 

"Mother mine — O tell me^ why 

The wail o' the wind recks rife ; 
I hear a moan in the surges high — 

A hollow groan as reft o' life. 
And Robin — Robin, so late set sail. 

Who kenned not danger, at hand, 
And listed 'ith glee, bar its wildest wail. 

Time, his ship braked loose o' land. 
Woe is me ! — ^mother, O presage weal 

For a lover who braves the deep — 
A lover, in love — ^bonny, true, and leal 

Is Robin, my own, 'at scooped th' neap 
An' rid boldly out 'ith a laugh o' scorn 

At the tide-bound fisher 'at spied no loop 
T' 'scape " 

"Pish I Pish I Your clack bodes rank of ill 

My Guinevere. Let Ocean foam and seethe, 
And roll in ire ; nay — 'tis not my will 

To gauge the Almighty's power, or breathe 
'Gainst wattled plans made by His hand ; 

But — mark me well, my daughter, Guinevere, 
Tour own, not fitly laid, not wisely plan'd, 

Would raunch the very heart strings, dear : 
It can not be: A fisher, tho' clad with gold 

And tithed with glut, will never lose his own; 
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His lineage cast in never-varying mold 

Ne'er changes weight ; its average known — 
It binds him, binds him, daughter mine. 

In captive chains, which galling pressure eats. 
Perchance he aspires to subtly cross the line 

'Twixt motley caste's van-guarded beats : 
It can not be ; that base-bom fisher — pah ! 

A malediction, girl, rests on thy head, 
A mother's — if peradventure mocked ; ah, 

A thousand rise, by rank denouncement fed." 

"Mother mine, I do not yield. 

Too late — too late, that stem decree. 
Thou wottest, that love dost wield 

All earthly holds — O, woe is me ! 
0, presage weal for Robin ! Nay, 

Do not, do not refuse this plea. 
Recant — for love e'er holds its -iway, 

/ do not yield — it came to me ! 
O, mother mine, the die is cast. 

Old Ocean's greed has drowned the lea, 
Bursting the barriers of the past — 

O, woe is me ! — O, woe is me ! 
Mother — ^mother — I hear the cry 

Of a fated ship — O, presage weal. 
For Eobin " 

^^ Begone, base girl ! thy words belie thy claim ; 

Let Ocean rage, in fury, dout the grime 
That ne'er, can call my own, his name, 

While endless rolls eternity, in time ! 
Oo! Drown thy name, 'tis Guinevere no more ! 

Go wrest thy All, thy base-born lover, girl, 
From out the depths, and con his title o'er, 

And breast the scath which caste will hurl !" 

The night came on apace 'midst boisterous seas 
Which wooed to death, to death, as oft before, 
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And^ waged in wrath, lent roisterons glees — ^ \,\, 

A requiem, cased in true abysmal lore. ^^^ 

Where breakers dashed to death, fair Guinevere, VCh, 

In mock array, 'midst fisher's motley throng, 1?*^ ^ 

Gazed seaward, mute — ^with listening ear, '-i. 'o/' 

Heard, in distress, a storm-wrecked vessel's gong. 
Not high bom caste, but love, gave Guinevere 

A mission, rendered in noblest duty, rare — 
'Midst elemental war 'twixt sea and heaven, 

IsTo fear she kenned, nor recked a fated drift, with care. 
A life-boat, manned by seamen bold, set sail, 

But mocked with scorn the proffered skill 
Which woman's love, given heart-entail, 

Lent in accordance to the Master's will — 
For Kobin's — Robin's kin, in heart allied, 

Gave bidding to the lonely craft which broke 
Its mooring and drifted with the tide, 

Fee guided, by the Almighty Hand, bespoke. 
Fainter the gong-peals, borne thro' tempest wild, 

As neared the boon of succor, t' the ill-fated crew ; 
And one gave hope of life to fisher's child, 

And braved alone the fate, full well he knew. 
While stood he, mute, no hope, awaiting death, 

Sated with love of earth, bar care and strife. 
As sweetest music, came the faintest breath 

Of rescue ; "Robin — Robin, hie thee to life !" 
Love hath its mission, and Guinevere, his own — 

Given test, in pledge of faith, recked not 
Her loss in tie of blood, but gave her loan, 

Sweet self, in lieu of rank, and braved his lot. 
Rocked by the winds, and lashed by mighty seas 

Which augured death, that frail craft rode 
'Till lulled to rest ; naught but the breeze 

To waft it onward, cleat with tide which flowed. 
The Hand that guided — ^which faithful plied, 

Bore to its haven, home, that fated craft. 
As Morning ope'd its own, came with the tide — 

Bonded in love, sweet Hymen's nectar quaffed. 
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"Brave Guinevere, thy worth, full well we know ; 

^Tis love that rules, that quells impassioned ire, 
God-sent, it breathes into our lives a glow, 

And fills the heart with heaven's intensest fire." 
Not pride of birth, gave Guinevere her choice, 

But flecked with noble deeds, his fame. 
When weighted 'gainst caste's baleful voice. 

Gave Robin's, Robin's self, a treasured name. 



DEATHS, OF THE OLD YEAR. 

"Twelve !" the horologe of time in final stroke 
Pealed forth its knell of the departing year. 

Which hurried summons urged a motley band 
To view the dead, stretched on the time-worn bier. 

Hopes, seared with the frosts of ruthless time 
Lay cold and stark, their rank denial stern 

Embossed with stony teardrops, melting ne'er, 
For arid twelfthmonth's fire had ceased to bum. 

Duties undone ; not recking in the ceaseless whorl 
Of ever-changing earthly lusts, time waiteth not. 

Till rancorous death-dew gathered on its fated ebb 
And warned of duties in its wake, forgot. 

Cold — cold : and briny teardrops bathed the wreck 
Of manhood's pride, and woes begotten thence, 

Not e'er recalled ; ne'er bridged the oped abysm — 

For twelfthmonth's ebb had lured its victim — ^whence ? 

A mourner gazed with stony feature, cast ; 

The teardrop fount had ceased its latent flow ; 
Love, shorn of laurels, in pitiable nudeness lay, 

A sacrilege, drowned in an endless sea of woe. 

[82J 



Trust, in all earthly hopes, in mute appeal 
Lay cold and stem, its silent plea a prayer — 

When sated with the toils and cares of life, 

With trust in heaven, cast anchor "Over There." 

But hist ! as moved the funeral cortege slow. 
The horologe pealed forth afresh a tiny stroke : 

'One!" the new year's infant tongue had loosed 
To etch the unseen cycloid of its age, bespake. 

Not kenned the twelf thmonth's destined plan 
Which bears the sweep of untold joy and pain ; 

Not ours to pierce its future, sealed betimes, 
That inconsistent man's chimera seek in vain. 

Time, with relentless march, ne'er loses step. 
And years in own succession come and go ; 

We ne'er can bar its entrance, fated e'er. 
And only know 'tis ours for weal or woe. 



A GIFT. 

TO W. AND G. C. 

Erst, in chimera of passing years, 

A longing came creeping in, 
A tiny rootlet that throve and grew 

Ne'er nurtured by tho't of sin — 
A lonely household, awaiting e'er 

The patter of tiny feet, 
A winsome cherub with all its joys. 

Its cooings and lispings, sweet ; 
The guardian angel, passing o'er. 

List kindly to secret tho't. 
And brimming e'er with bounteous gifts, 

In penchant, overwrought, 
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Peeped thro' a rift of heavenly blue 

And lowered to sinful earth 
A tiny being, cited e'en 

With all the gems of worth ? 
"Of sunlit hue, red-gold, the hair. 

And eyes of pansy-blue. 
Such darling hands — a dimpled chin. 

In fancy, that will do." 
"But hearken — sure, a name embossed 

By Master's Hand, on high — 
A mother's name, with every charm. 

The fates will not deny ;" 
The treasured Book, e'en oped in full — 

"Embossed," the Master saith, 
A name from heaven and earth complete- 

"Frances Elizabeth." 



EARTH STRANDED. 

In the Morning of Life, a frail brain-craft. 

Strange equipped by a child's fancied lore. 
Set sail, with its pennant in flaunting — 

Straight onward in dreamland, she bore, 
Not kenning the winds of life's ocean. 

E'en a breath with its ravening lave 
Would strand, in its fancy-framed outing — 

But a wreck, in the memory, could save. 

And the wreck drifted in : O, the sorrow ! 

'Twas a child's castled phantom of mind — 
But close in the heart with its fragments 

Was the scheme of a giant, outlined ; 
Too deep in its scope for the anchor 

It drifted till caught by the tide, 
Which stranded its wreck in the shallows 

Where naught but a pigmy could ride. 
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O, poignant the grief ! but its transit 

Scored the bent of the will, and ere late, 
Again were the plans draughted ably. 

But, warred by the judgment of fate — 
The craft, bom to ride e'er the shallows 

Was allured by old Ocean's barbed breath — 
It severed the hold of its life-line. 

Was engulfed by the orgies of — ^Death. 

Eude awakening from sleep — ^but the reckoning 

Gave weight that the dream-craft is doomed ; 
j!f e'er staunch, and its wreckage, in memory. 

Deep, deep in the heart lies entombed. 
No more will the phantom roam, wrecking 

Schemes etched by the brain's endless scope — 
For the spectre-like dream-craft is vanquished. 

In own depths cast — ^the anchor of Hope. 

Not earth-bom, the craft that was builded 

To breast ocean's storms, fiercely driven, 
But staunch in its ^rt, Faiih's own doing- 

On its pennant, its passport — For Heaven. 
It is nearing its port, the fair haven 

With its zephyrs serene, but a breath — 
Ne'er stranded, this barque, e'er o'ershadowed. 

Till crossed, the Dark river of Death. 



RETRIBUTION. 

In eighteen hundred and eighty-seven. 
The day hez slipped my mind ; 

I'll git my specks and look it up — 
'Twus Christmas day, I find, 
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That a man o' law lay sinkin' f ast. 

And here,. it is befitten 
To gin these facts ez suits me best, 

Hiz home was in the Mitten — 
It's in my mind — about milestuns twelve, 

Ez ni^ ez I kin come, 
To the south — and east on the river bank 

Whar the base cuts thro' the thumb; 
So strange a fact ne'er thought afore, 

I'll hev ye understand, 
Look o'er it well and clinch this fact. 

That Mitten gloves a Hand. 
A Hand that reacheth from above. 

It clutcheth sinners bold — 
The mighty power that's in that grasp. 

The half hez ne'er been told. 
That casin' kivers w'at ne'er come 

To mortal man afore, 
'Tis Michigan holds e'er the skein 

That knits the threads that's wore. 

This man o' law through all hiz life, 

Hed lived all fur hisself , 
And filled hiz coffers eenmost full 

'Ith ill-begotten pelf; 
The rich he'd grind, their all he'd take. 

And the widder's mite, ez well 
Wen the nut wus cracked, he hed the meat. 

And hankered fur the shell, j 

But now grim Death, 'ith sickle keen, 1 

Hed come to reap hiz own ; ^ 

And gruesome thoughts crep' in hiz heart, j 

Fur he no Gk>d hed known. 
That day he'd been a summin' up, 

Ez a miser 'ith hiz hoard, 
Hiz sins he massed, ne'er said forgive, 

But heaved 'em overboard. 
He died : 'Ith pomp they bore away 
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That ease adorned 'itb gold ; "^^^^ 

Hiz spirit grieved this wealth to leave, V\ ti 

Fur this he'd sold hiz soul. •■ i i-- X^.^ 

Woixld ye know the fate ov that miaerly will I \i^ 

That secret I fain 'ud keep, .^ >\. 

But a wandering apcrit unfolds the truth, * 

What 'ud make the angels weep. .' 

It WU3 held in bonds by a iesieo bold, ' 

Who opened hiz book ov jots ; ^,y^ 
Those pages, w'ite, are the soul's delist, 

But here, thar wus naught but blots. 

"A farm from Wjd^fff , jc^W ye too^ 
'Ith clawed .i^t^tjto.^wTr... .. .-, > 

The proeeedB— yatl, it's in ray miud, 

It BB.VOTSJ^fifjOJi'^ei^^;, ,.^ .- , ,, . , 

An orpEan'siii(;^^^^^e.yiri&r8 night, 

The anowflfttea cT^,tB^t ijainty form — 

TAai's jotted ^e;f^J;p'^OH. . ...'^ 
In law, ye took a c^iwj^'ja* 6od — 

Mybe§rtnp,pj^4oIea;, .,.,, ,, , , 
'Ith scorn ye siJoSed'; "Xi Hex no use. 

Fur mortals J^^vjiofijatlk;., I,. 
One J^mi<^d.j.9tj,,allIfl»7er*B. fees — 

Bach OTW ye^ poii^/jj^aell^^. , , ,. 
But heven' nqj^a, ^^i^J^nr^fij boMt, 

You've ajri^(gd,yeri(oin^ io.Ml-. 
Yer careaflsj back~intqt;lie.Air^ — 

Yer life, a vegetable crap — 
Agi'n you^ll grow — thfi,Beed you'll sow, 

Must come from. MOJur^s Z<p. 
Ter doctrine-:— paSil methinkB you'll glean 

Yer choice, fur well I ksow^ 
The Beaper comes 'ith sickle keen. 

And reaps Vate'-er ye sow. 
Avaiuttl -A heme's preparad for yoti — 

Fiir all tech cursed natut^a, [ 
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TJie devil in hell hez a dearth o' hulp. 
He can set you peelin' taters!'* 

He peeled and peeled ; they were mountains Ugh, 

And each mountain wus a sin. 
But strange to say, w'en he tuk one out, 

Another slipped stealthily in. 
Hiz arms grew short, hiz limbs crep' up. 

He bulged — ^but few months later 
He hed no neck, hiz limbs were eyes. 

He hed temed into a tater. 
His sperit wandered back to airth 

Ware Farmer Giles wus plantin', 
And quick into hiz taters crep' 

'Ithout a thought ov cantin'. 
Them tubers grew, but flecks ov smut 

Betrayed their line o' keepin ; 
Wen harvest come, that farmer smiled, 

Fur full hiz bins were, heapin' : 
He knew they 'ud sell — a ready mart 

Wus glutted, but the sperit 
Ov them air w'ited sepulchres. 

Went forth ^ithout a merit. 
Dame Giles hed tested, but did not know 

That seethed in liquor hot, 
A writhin' soul in torture cried 

"I'm damned! There's death in the pot !" 
And Farmer Giles 'ith palate keen, 

Blasphemed, but could not tell, 
Wen nurtured well by mother earth — 

yV'y taters taste like hell. 

A wamin' take ; don't mass yer creed. 

And aver that Man is natur^, 
Tou^U make yer hell — ^yer after life, 

Naught but a vegetater. 

Look on the map of Michigan for the Mitten, 
Also for the home of the lawyer — Detroit. 
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THE AWAKENING OF C0N80IEN0E. 

What steals upon me ? Why am I oppressed ? 

What ponderous project wrenches Man's control 
From out his own, and breeds that gross unrest 

Portending factious tumult of the immortal soul ? 

I fain would ken this strange creation's creed 
That creeps so steadily o'er thought and brain ; 

To quick divine its latent power, I plead — 
Ere trammeled by uncanny, phantomed bane. 

I will not yield to base usurper's trend 

That etches divers turns 'gainst wholesome thought. 
Whilom, the will its own, ne'er failed to bend 

In cleat communion with all fancies wrought. 

Strange ! — ^I cannot check tumultuous power — 
It permeates in closest scrutiny, the heart ; 

With tensome stricture — 'twill rebel, ne'er cower 
Nor grant its stealthy reminiscence — e'en in part. 

Give way thy salient doing ! Unhand me now — 

That I may woo, betimes, the accustomed rest, serene ! 

A direful sweat, e'en blood, is on my brow — 
Not riotous hell in conclave, durst so demean! 

Insatiate fiend ! Thy passive power dethrones my own 
Which fain would die itself again in restful sleep ! — 

Billows of Past roll o'er me — ^I gasp — ^I groan — 

"Whatever man soweth," in truth, "that shall he reap !" 

The throes come thicker ! "O death where is thy sting ?" 
For sin with all uncleanliness is riotous alway ! 

'Twere easier far to die, if that were all 'twould bring. 
Than agonize with e'en internal hell, for coming day ! 
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Hold, internal mentor ! I brush the cobwebbed brain 
And seek reprieve, that I may weight the balance, true. 

To find if life has been but love of paltry gain 
Which, final, is the grave, and naught in lieu. 

Earth, with its glamour, no more shall hold its sway ; 

I yield — I own a conquering power, at best ! 
A wise and faithful counselor has lined the way 

Which leads to promised land and claim — ^Eternal rest. 

Awakened ! — For conscience sleeps when prest by calm 
That will not list to monitor in august state — 

Which counsel mitigates the greatest smart, with balm, 
Tho' roughly shaken as the reed, to waken, ere too late. 



LITTLE MEN. 

Just over the way in the shade's retreat. 

Wee youngsters, in rollicking mirth. 
Made merry — ^the while their pattering feet 

Played havoc, with houses of earth. 

Little builders, were they, of notable worth. 

And bold wreckers, in innocent glee. 
And wondrous wise — ^prodigious in girth. 

And winsome as darlings could be. 

Their birthdays, compared with ineffable scorn 
To younglings, with mammas in tow. 

Were ages, in mind, since darlings were born — 
Said one wee one : ^^e're men now, you know." 
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Little miss, eyes sparkling in michief alway, 
Gave way to a tirade 'gainst babies^ and then, 

Stung e'en to the quick, wee spokesman, his play 
Left quickly — in tears bellowed forth — 'Hittle men." 

Little men : Deeds engraved on the summit of Fame, 

The future may hold, as thy worth ; 
All latent, the gifts, giving credence to name — 

All honored, its ensign of birth. 

And grateful are we to the Father above 

Who giveth us blessings, but ken, 
The dearest of all, he lendeth to love. 

Are his choicest of gifts, little men. 



WHEN THE TIDE CAME IN. 

Freighted ? Ah, yes, with its treasures untold. 
Bound for its mart in the sands o' th' Dee, 

Where the thunder of waves o'er its bed of gold 
Sings its nightly carousal for you and for me. 

Beautiful songs with their lullaby trills, 
Forth from its 'bysms, lent wings in air, 

Steal o'er the senses, with ecstasy thrills 
In dreamland lore, in answered prayer. 

''What will it bring me f A mother's thought, 
Whose only Hope sails over the sea ; 

Poor mother ! the tide with treasures fraught 
Has only a corpse for thee — ^for thee — 
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For in anger, held mute, till its toils were set. 

It looted the deep, this tide so bold. 
And out of the depths, eased in seaweed wet. 

Brought a mother's hope — so cold — so cold. 

Thrilled with a longing for pelf, so free, 
I hie me away when the tide ebbs low. 

And gloating with pride — " 'tis for me — for me 
That its fathomless depths are retched in its flow !" 

Kneeling, entranced with a gem o' the sea. 
An angel of earth, yet a bud, transposed, 

With a listening ear and a heart so free. 
Was telling the tale a sea-shell disclosed. 

"I turn out a mine wis' a longin' to tell 
Dest a wee, wee dirl wa't 'f ests a deep ; 

O sets aw'sy beauties I love so well. 

An' a bid mamma-wave wocks us to s'eep." 

Lullabys sweet from the wee one's throat. 
Were wafted above as the tide ebbed low, 

And angry — despoiled, avenged with a gloat. 
And brought but the wee one's form in its flow. 

Heavenly choruses, sang by the sea, 

A requiem chant for the freighted tide. 

For the wee one, loaned, poor mother, to thee. 
Broke anchor — two darlings came side by side. 

O, Dee ! In thy thirst for abysmal pelf. 

Thy tenure gives way, and thy treasure-trove rare 

Is culled, leaving naught but a barren, for self, 
Tho' thy life-line hug close — eternally wear. 

O, tide ! weight with treasures alluring, tho' old. 
Pilot homeward the strength of the wondrous deep, 

Barring the freight lade with trophies — so cold, 
Tho' the strong ^^mumm^a-waves wocks 'em to s'eep." 
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CARNEGIE. 

O Man of Worth, thy priceless gifts, I trow, 
Have glutted e'en the mart — a bounteous feast 

Yelad with latent force in worth of supple mind 

Which trends in unseen way to mental power increased. 

Not all may hold that mighty product, gold. 

That, massed by craft of Man, ploughs e'en the migthy deep. 
And in a trice the minds of nations blend 

With freighted messages in boundless leap. 

Not hoarded e'er, thy surplus mine, in store. 

To sterilize the heart— lay waste ennobling deed. 

But broadcast, framed in worth of mighty pen. 
Is sown the seed of divers minds — Cyclopic need. 

So broad the road that wooes degenerate Man 

From paths of mental worth's incarnate ruse 
Which shields allotted talent's rigorous hold 

And blends in harmony its all-absorbing dues. 

The route of intellect's far-reaching claim. 

By worthy gift, may hold thee in its toil. 
And giant oak of mighty worth may spring 

From seed of generous heart, in hidden soil. 

No kingly crown of earth bedecks thy whitening head. 

Whose transient glories fade at ebb of tide, 
But greater far the beacon-light of noble deed 

Which 'scapes the shoals of greed, which e'er abide. 

And naught can stay the melody in longing heart. 

When moored on distant shore the storm-rent barque of earth. 

To find embossed by Master Hand on heavenly scroll, 

The sweetest words of all — "Well done, O Man of Worth." 
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HAGEBMAN'S RIDE. 

Up, ere the dawn lost its shimmering light — 
Trailing in shadow, the moonbeams bright, 
Waiting a rest, lest their hoarded store 
Lose the tiniest ray in a rash outpour ; 
"O ho !" quoth Hagerman, "blotch yer light, , 
Fur ther right o' way is mine ter-night I 
Sleep, 'ith its stored ^Balm o' Gilead,' failed 
Tqr git in its wark, tho' sca'ce bewailed, 
Ez plots an' plans ^Af t gang aglee' 
'Ithout ther nails clinched fast, yer see ; 
ril breathe it low, lest ther breezes waft 
Th' faintest breath — hist ! fore er aft. 
Fur, mark it well, ther blood's beriled 
Ov a tortured soul ; it hez seethed an' biled 
Till ther ways an' means t' even it up 
Come throngin' in, an' I clutched ther cup 
An' drained its vim, e'en ter ther dregs; 
Wich hild its own, cl'ar through ther pegs ; 
Fur war, in its wake, hez its power ter blast 
Ther hopes, leavin' naught but a sky o'ercast 
'Ith its thunder clouds, w'ich burst an' weep — 
In th'ir deluge, woe, in a direful sweep, 
But, jest at th' hight ov ther tumult an' din. 
In ther nick o' time, sweet peace creeps in — 
We hev fought fur it well an' scored our own. 
We love it clean thro' ter ther marrer, in bone ; 
But hevin' it out, we're chock full o' spoil, 
W'ich tickles cl'ar thro', is hrimmin' 'ith oil 
'At creeps thro' ther chinks an' teches ther spot 
Were Love reigns triumphant — all bicker furgot. 
It gins sech a sense o' remission o' sins 
Ter'U nary know w'ere it ends er begins ; 
I'll away w'ile th' mists o' ther mornin' enwrap 
All natur' in full — Airth takin' 'er nap ; 
W'ile th' darkness 'fore dawn, hides th' enemy's Keep 
From all save bold Hagerman — ^he'U ketch 'em asleep. 
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Wen he plunders th'ir lair, b'ars away — wall ! 

Wat prize he is seekin', he'll not tell yer at all ; 

But th' battle is on, an' conquer he must — 

Old Selim, my beauty — ^betray ne'er th' trust 

Ov Hagerman's heart, w'ieh swells e'er 'ith pride 

Wen eountin' yer risks — summin' up, true and tried, 

Yer saddled an' bridled fit e'en fur ther fray, 

Th' cause is a jest 'un ; I breath it ? nay, nay ! 

I'm off ! not a blast from th' furies ov h — ^1 

Ther booty 'ud wrest — ^git ther secret ter tell." 

At the break of the dawn, thro' forest and mead, 

Came the thundering tones of Hagerman's steed ; 

But, hard in the rear, rode the enemy's flank 

Emboldned by force — and the morning, dank, 

Gave way to the wiles of the roseate light 

Creeping stealthily in o'er valley and hight ; 

But steadily on pushed the captor and foe. 

Each bent to his own, till the glare and glow 

In the fiercest heat, of the noonday sun. 

Gave hope to the captor — ^not yet outrun. 

The sunset's red gleam dashed the sky in its wake, 

Still the clang of the hoofs of true Selim, ne'er brake 

As the lips of bold Hagerman urged, with a will, 

For the line, in its limit, reached only the hill 

That rose, but a span to the eye, as its sight 

Beached forth in vain effort to cover, ere light 

With its warp and its woof wove a shadow o'er all, 

Leaving night, in its exit, closely wrapt with its pall. 

On, on, came the foe — ^from its line near abreast. 

Labored hard, came the — "halt !" — ^his prize closely prest, 

In his stirrup, bold Hagerman rose, blood in boil, 

Belched forth: 'Ter ther victor belongs ther spoil!'' 

Just over the line, in the glimmering light 
Of the sun's decline ere closed by night. 
Both the captor and foe came riding in. 
The spoil at the front ; — ^with chuckle and grin 
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Bold Hagerman dashed to the Rector's cot — 

In thunder notes belched: ^^ Quick ez h — I tie ther knot!'* 

In a trice, catching note of the hope of a lif e. 

The twain, made one flesh — ^in a breath, man and wife. 

"Aha !" quoth Hagerman, "ther booty wuz won 

'Ithout e'en a blast ov the enemy's gun ; 

But ne'er ter ther front arter Hymen's rale truck. 

Will Selim th' true, breast ther storm — ^hard in luck. 

Fur, jest az th' wards ov good fortin ware sed. 

An' happiness reigned, ther brave creatur' drapt — dead." 

The pale moon looked down with a smile o'er its face, 

Wily Cupid again, had won in the race ; 

The stars, e'en in twinkling, seemed merry, as well, 

Not a secret, the cause, as the sequel will tell. 

For the pater gave in, ne'er his mischief could hide. 

As he ground out the tale of bold Hagerman's ride. 
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OUR BOYS. . 

Up, in the early morning, just at the break of day. 

Building a fire in the kitchen, and putting the toys away 

That Bennie, Bobbie, and Babe, with their cunning little 

pranks. 
Had scattered with rollicking glee ; but papa will get his thanks. 
When age creeps upon him, and burrows those lines that can 

ne'er be effaced. 
And furrows, deep lined, on mother, which Father Time has 

traced ; 
And a sadness steals o'er him, which loosens the chords of 

earthly joys, 
For soon, ah, soon, the unwelcome thought, they cannot always 

be boys — 
For fathers must care for their children, and the children, when 

fathers are old, 
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Will again in their turn bear the burdens o£ care — 'tis a atorjr 
that's never told. 

And Time^ with relentless ardor^ sees visions of boundless 
worth 

In the hearts of those three little darlings, and of mischief , 
there is no dearth : 

And mother, whose cares gather quickly, for endless those days 
of toil, 

Will hover her bairns, and add to her cares, and weave love as 
her foil : 

And day-dreams unendless, enhances the worth of earthly 
hope. 

Leaves every drift which leans to wrong, loosens the inner scope, 

And widens each dream, 'til the vista o'erreaches a broad do- 
main, 

Then acute handicraft strengthens, and binds them with a 
chain ; 

For memories' halls are flooded, with gems gleaned in child- 
hood's days. 

And with hearts immersed in sorrow, sweet memory, our grief 
allays. 

But a change comes o'er our dreams ; those boys, now grown to 



men. 



Have burdens to bear, and added care, unseen by human ken : 
And father and mother, now bowed with age, the greatest care 

of all, 
But grandchildren, true, as they always knew, now answer their 

beck and call. 
And where is their home ? I cannot tell, for Robert's claim is 

grand. 
The eldest bom, a statesman bold, the bravest in our land. 
"The seeds that they sowed in my childhood's days, uprooted 

what might have been, 
If allowed to grow, without culture or care, that which would 

have steeped in sin ; 
For I was a wild and headstrong lad, and ever inclined to roam, 
But with love as a "Light in the window" to lure, they guided 

the wanderer home. 
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If a palace were mine, with all of its worth, I would share with 

my parents, now old, 
The gems of my childhood, enhanced by their love, the half has 

never b^n told." 
And Bennie, our second; the dreams that we wove, have ripened 

without a flaw. 
With "Choates" as his guide, and Truih will abide, he will 

prove that there's honor in law. 
And where is their home? Bonnie's heart tells the tale: ''Z 

love them, and that love is pure gold, 
Through the vista of years, I will prove to the world, that love 

will never grow cold." 
And Babe, stalwart Wilheim, in his name there's a charm, 
In his choice of vocations, said : "Give me the old farm ; 
I played there in childhood, and each foot of the soil, 
As a gem, is held sacred, our loved ones own toil. 
If the choice could be given, and the choosing my own, 
I would not change labor, with a king, for his throne ; 
As I think of the loved ones, my thoughts cannot roam, 
I would lay them away, from my childhood's home." 
And where is their home ? "In the hearts of the three, 
For we know that they love us, its beauty we see ; 
In the ripening years, with its sorrows, its joys. 
Dear Father, watch over our treasures, Our Boys." 



WRECKED. 



Years agone, ere the cyclones of sorrow 
Had ravaged the heart's faintest hope. 

And wrecked e'en the soul's earnest bearings- 
Tea, darkened the bounds of its scope — 

Earth's bondage ne'er galled, but its limit 
Bred joys from its own treasured store, 

And recked not of storms on Life's ocean 
Whose girt sates its lust, evermore. 
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But time, ne'er at rest, bearing onward 

Youth's cycloid of years in its roll, 
Lay waste the last charm of its exit 

And wrested the wealth of its dole 
From heart vainly seeking a covert — 

A rest, thro' the intricate change 
Which breaks e'en the semblance of childhood 

And opes to the soul's wider range. 

And the opening bud, in true weakness, 

Non-fitted to breast Ocean's waves, 
Ne'er strength, in its hurt, to look upward 

And catch e'en a dewdrop that laves — 
Grew withered and old ere the noontide 

Of life, in its fullness, was cast, 
And broke from the stem of its nurture 

Ere power of endurance was massed — 

And drifted — ^not staunch in the fitting, 

Bruised, battered, by waves' furious rage, 
Till lost, e'en enrollment of noontide — 

Besprinkled, its vestment, with age — 
No mast, with its pennon of kindred. 

No rudder of Trust, at its stem. 
And the anchor of Hope, lost ere midday — 

Ne'er its course of damnation, a turn. 

"Ship ahoy 1" with assurance of welcome. 

Ne'er greeted the wreck of the wave ; 
No life-boat set sail to the rescue — 

Ne'er recked of a soul, bom, to save — 
And the shoals of adversity's drifting. 

Teeming e'er, in their glut, for the spoil, 
Barred the passage of soul to a haven 

And reveled in glee at its foil. 
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But a word, while at anchor, at noontide, 

And the winds of Life's ocean at cabn ; 
E'en a warning of shoals, at the eve'tide, 

For souls sin-sick offering, a balm — 
But a downfall — ere youth's budding promise 

Had waned — ^ne'er a helpmeet, to lift. 
And the wreckage, midst turbulent lashing 

Is cast, with the lost, in hell's drift. 



SLAVERY. 

Bound to a Master's bred desire. 
His rancorous hold — his cankerous ire 
That eats to core of heart's assize — 
E'er robbed of Life's own purpose — dies. 

Bound to the foil of pleasure's train. 
Its luring calls — its worldly gain 
That teems with pride's insatiate thirst 
And yield's to Master's hand — e'er cursed. 

Bound to the miser's fateful grasp, 
Whose avorous lust, as venomous asp, 
Will sting its own — its sordid all 
In clanking chains breeds Master's call. 

Bound to inebriate's cursed bowl — 
Its luring wiles to damning goal 
That reeks in vapors, rank and fell, 
Bom in the wake of endless hell. 

O, slavery, in legion, wrought. 
Thy bondage e'en, so fearless, sought, 
'Tis Earth that bonds thy fulsome keep- 
E'er "As ye sow, so sliall ye reap." 
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WIFE, AN' ME. 

Nightly, wife an' me set talkin' of the happy days of yore, 
Of their choicest bits of blessin's — never seemed so sweet afore, 
Ez it takes us back a viewin' scenes of childhood's airliest keep, 
Wen a mother's arms, so lovin', gently jogged us kids, asleep. 

Now the mothers, dear, air sleepin,' but the kids in turn, replete 
'Ith a love that grew in bounty, guided air their totterin' feet — 
Wile the sands o' life ware ebbin', found a willin' hand, in tow, 
An' the roll-call over yonder nair'll skip a name, I know. 

An' them happy days o' childhood never knew a wicked sin ; 
O, if Time 'ith autermobile, quick 'ud take us back agi'n ! 
How we would enjoy the blessin's, ridin' by, of Long Ago, 
But we'd shun the list o' troubles, cuttin' cross-lot — ^never slow. 

Wen we'd rid ter six an' twenty, cuddled up 'ith Father Time, 
An' ag'in, 'ith wobblin' feelin's, hear the long lost weddin' 

chime — 
Wy ! methinks I'd arge 'im furder jest ez fast §z fast could be, 
Ter reach the spot, so awful hasty, w'ere I kissed Euth and she 

did — ^me. 

Wife an' me hev hed rale tuggin', climbin' up the mountain, 

steep. 
But w'en nigh o'erwhelmed 'ith snowslides, closer ter my side 

she'd keep. 
An' we've reached the top in union, hand in hand in lovin' 

way — 
Wen bickers riz, I wus not in it, but hild right in — she hed her 

say. 

Only one wee toddler answered, ter the wish we hed in mind. 
But its visit quick wus ended, tho' our hearts ware close 

entwined ; 
"An' a little child shall lead 'em :" Air our eyes 'ith teardrops 

bum, 
Tho' in heart her hands we're claspin', one in mine an' one in 

hetm, 
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Wife an' me^ equipped fur heaven, waitin' jest the Beaper'a 

wiU, 
Raly hope he'll grant a respite, ez our hearts 'ith raptur' thrill 
Wile we gloat o'er airthly lucre, 'nough t^ screen from wind 

an' weather — 
Wy! w'at a lark we hev in prospeck, ridin' down the steep, 

tergether. 

''Man proposes, God disposes:" Air the jaunt wus sca'ce 

begun. 
Quick the Reaper plied his sickle — ^now this airth holds only 

one; 
An' the teardrops, fallin', fallin', addin' weight ter airthly 

cares, 
Soon'll snap the threads asunder — thar'U be two ''Vacant 

Chairs." 



ORANDMOTHERS CHAIR. 

Sitting in state, barred by age and its wear. 
By the tenet which wields its merciless sway. 

From its home by the well-kept fireside lair. 

Where, naught but a phantom of mind, now alway. 

Gleaners of love, with their bearing of Past, 
Con sweetly its echoes, fraught ever with care. 

For the han, with its tenure so rancorous cast. 

Hath war in its wake 'gainst grandmother's chair. 

Etched in the hearts of the wee ones rocked. 
Infolded with love, on grandmother's breast. 

Are memories sweet, Time's transit ne'er blocked, 
For their love-links reach e'en to Eternity's rest. 
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'Tis aged and worn, and a creak in its rock 
Which answers each sway to and fro, 

And ensconced in its depths, in retrospect flock 
Treasured gems of the long, long ago. 

When a wee one, that creak augured imminent woe. 
For, perchance, hidden foes lurked within; 

In mischief, none better than grandmothers know 
That great depth of impenetrable sin. 

I rock, rock, rock, and phantoms of Past 
Overwhelm me with longings for youth. 

And a wish for the beauteous vision to last 
'Til bathed with the acme of Truth. 

Link of the past, clad in memory sweet 
Which Time in its transit refuses to wear, 

Unearth, while ensconced in thy loving retreat, 
All rancorous feud 'gainst grandmother's chair. 



LOIS. 

TO M. AND M. G. C. 

What roisterly turbulence in heavenly choir ! 

What shouts of joy swelled seraphim's retreat ! 
'Twas heralded thro' vaulted domes entire, 

That gifts to earth were copiously replete. 

The horologe of time but minims kept. 

While choosing priceless gifts for earthly wear, 

And nestling sweetly on a seraph's breast 
Was cuddled close, a treasure — "Golden Hair." 
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On, on, thro' heaveji's celestial route 

She bore her gift with orbs of pansy-blue. 

And nearing earth, the startling news disclosed. 
The sun had kissed each golden tress anew. 

That darling with the red-gold wavy locks 
Stole into hearts, erst, waiting to be filled. 

With name embossed by master Hand 
As Lois, with cognomen as Father willed. 

In years scarce three, her baby fingers, apt. 
While various woman traits she seeks to show. 

On window sill her favorite music plays 

And imitates in air the pedal movement, slow. 

Her cimning antics charm, but very oft. 
Great depredation her ready mischief seeks, 

While heaven-cast dimples ever come and go 

As in her elfish romp, her papa's nose she tweaks. 

Too soon that chidish lisp will ape the whorl 
Of motley throngs, where alien-tainted caste 

May blotch the budding flowret with a breath, 
'Til e'er prepared for rancorous coming blast. 

But ours, to-day ; not kenned the morrow's plan, 
For whilom, in the annals, seeming best, 

The seraph tarried, for only short the stay 

Of other "Golden Hairs," heaven's claimed behest. 

God grant a respite, 'til massed the tiny thoughts 
In strength of womanhood, vdth glory crowned 

In wealth of red-gold tresses, amply dealt 

In lieu of Mammon's greed so world renowned. 
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Nor the firm whar the pegs had been driven. ^,^ 



TRUTH, AND FICTION. 

"Thar wus an old woman that lived in a shoe/' 

But the age of that hum is not given, 
Nor dimensions, or style, whether calf, cow, or kid. 



An' sumtimes a doubt crep' inter my mind 

That a shoe ever held sich a number ; 
That air tale is a myth, an invention ov mind. 

Fur whar on this airth did they slumber ? 

"An' sum she guv buttery an' sum she guv bread/' 

Not a tho't on dividin' by halfin'j 
Wy ! when I think on't, my lackermal glands 

Overflow with spasmodical laughin'. 

An' those supperless bairns, chastened — sent ter thir beds ; 

Sech a dame 'ud have nightmares an' woe ; 
I 'ud hev the one know, that invented that tale. 

That the bottom fell out, long ago. 

But now let me tell yer, an' this story is true. 

As I'm not on the pint of f orgittin' — 
Ov the orf ul enormous, big, little, and 'twixt. 

That live in sech style, in a mitten, 

Nigh all parts are full, not much space ter be let 

Ter ther seekers that wish a fine hum. 
From the wrist ter the pint, in patches an' all — 

An' sum whoppers bunk inter the thumb. 

This mitten wus planned by a mighty Hand, 
Uncle Sam slipped in sixty-eight stitches, 

Tho' fur ages been worn, thar's nary a rent, 
Fur repairs air kep' up by its riches. 
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'Twus never revealed, in the tale ov the shoe, 
If the toe sprung a leak, but in snatches, 

We hear if the mitten gits worn at the pint, 
That thar's copper ter heal, in the patches. 

Uncle Sam, bless his heart, will hover his bairns, 

An^ govern ^em all by wise plans ; 
But the secret must out — ^it cannot be kep'. 

That air mitten is — Michigan* s, 

[Lower Peninsula of Michigan, the mitten.'] 



SABBATH DAY. 

'Tis here, in mute appeal — sweet Day of Rest, 
With willing hearts, all trifling care give o'er. 

With sweet content, obey that loved behest 

That signals happiness^ when mortals are no more. 

To holy keep this Sabbath day — ^His mandate given. 
Non-tinctured with the cares of Earthly strife, 

Lest wreckage from the shoals, en masse, be driven, 
And bar the route where safety lies — ^Eternal life. 

Hushed e'en the busy mart, where toilers glean 
A bounteous harvest, fated, His love to show. 

That mortals, on His holy day, may wean 

Their heaven-bom talents from all Earthly flow. 

Rest from the toil which bands the restive mind, 
Holden in girth by nature's form, God given. 

Who separates this soul from Earthly kind. 
Eternal rest, the heavenly prize — ^Death riven. 

Prompted by wealth of love, to Him who giveth All, 
Li sweet remembrance hold that sacred trust, 

'Til summoned by the great eternal call, 

"Ashes to ashes," Earth's own bounty — "dust to dust." 
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THE GHOST OF THE LOCH. 

She comes 1 I feel her presence nigh 

And do not cower, tho' closely prest ; 
Her shadowy form, not e'en descry, 

Tho' willing heart so oft caressed 
When earthly tenement, replete 

With all the joys of heavenly bliss, 
Held bondage e'er o'er willing feet — 

And quick exchange the treasured kiss. 

O Life, whence comes ecstatic range 

Of secret tho't in guileless train ? 
For earthly ills in raiment, strange. 

Breeds e'er in heart, incessant pain, 
Which, clamor, breaks its bounds at will 

And rends the soul's desirous peace — 
Robs e'en of Love's transporting thrill — 

Gives bonded life a quick release. 

Cast, in a direful mold, the life, 

Whose wondering spirit subtly steals 
In devious windings, whilom, rife 

With motley-minded dreams, that seals 
Its treasured vagaries, in trust, 

Ere ruthless time in scathing power 
Lays waste the heart, and deems it just — 

Deals judgment, keen, in unseen hour. 

Ah ! now I see her shadowy form — 

'Tis searching e'er, pellucid depths ; 
It peers — and peers — ^ne'er fiercest storm 

In all its wrath, can stay her steps : 
Down, down beneath its ceaseless roll 

In nightly vigils endless keep, 
Lies wasting tenement of soul 

Whose restless spirit roisters sleep. 
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She comes ! I fain would wrench the toils 

That bind me in relentless woe ! 
My very soul, in grief, recoils 

At nature's hold, as rancorous foe ! 
She beckons, and in envious mood 

I grapple earth's most luring feint 
And wrestle, till as noxious food. 

It retches soul by earth's attaint. 

Not e'en celestial joys, I wot. 

Can ease the pain of waiting heart 
As vista blends with scenes forgot 

And dredges deep the vale, apart — 
Mocks e'en the senseless clay, entombed 

Beneath the flow of ceaseless tide. 
And walks the angry wave, e'er doomed 

In penchant, own — ^untrammeled, hide. 

She wooes me e'er, from toil and pain, 

To wrest imprisoned spirit's hold 
And dare release — 'tis vain — 'tis vain ! 

The depths hold naught but fetid mould 
From wrecks of Hope cast e'er adrift. 

And broken vows' demented horde 
Whose troubled spirits' reckless gift 

Gives wealth of briny tear-drops, stored. 

Begone ! begone ! dissembling wraith, 

I will not yield thy heart's desire, 
'Twould break the hold of mortal's faith 

And brand the soul — eternal fire! 
I loved thy Life, thy beck and call — 

But wait the summons, fitly given. 
Which separates the earthly all — 

From Tempter's snares, forever riven ! 
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Go back, go back to mouldering clay ! 

To give, to take. His own, in trust — 
All answered, when in judgment-day 

He calls, and gathers in, the dust 1 
I do not ken the All-wise plan 

That holds the life thro' good and ill ; 
Its tenure ne'er holds sway, in Man — 

E'er governed by the almighty Will. 



ILE8A. 

He comes not — comes not — woe is me ! 

A doubt comes creeping in my heart 

That pierces e'er with fiery dart, 
And joys of life, insatiate, flee — 

For sweets' e'en, lose their wholesome power. 

Turn acrid, all, in woeful hour. 

# 
He comes not : cease, O waiting heart. 

Thy dire distrust which bodes not well. 

E'en brews a counterpart of hell — 
Gives passion's lease a ready mart. 

And dies in sleep the conscienced thought 

Of carnage ran^f, in anguish wrought. 

O phrensied brain, despite thy woe. 
Thy murmuring e'er of adverse lot — 
Thy hold of memories, ne'er forgot. 

Which bridges chasm of Long Ago, 
Assuages e'en intensest pain — 
Ne'er briny tear-drops fall in vain. 
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Back — ^back into the dreamy past 

The surging thoughts intently range — 
In myriads throng, alluring, strange, 

Of motley joys of childhood's cast, 
Sweet lullabys, when closely locked 
In mother's arms — e'er tireless, rocked. 

Sweet dreams of childhood's Long Ago, 
O, breast the surging waves of sin ! 
The life-line, throw, lest Ocean's din 

Drown mourner's plea, in ebb and flow — 
Ere maelstrom's whirl of maddened brain 
Absorb the worth of memory's train ! 

So pure the trusting heart of youth 
That frames the bent of untried mind 
And yields to tendril-clasps that find 

The acme, e'er, of love and truth — 
Ne'er loosing hold tho' storms may rage 
That wrenches life's unwritten page. 



He will not come ; the die is cast 

That wrecks the wealth of woman's trust 
Given fulsome scope in sinful lust 

That ne'er assuages hope of past — 
Ne'er dies to sleep in throbbing breast 
The woeful throes of heart's imrest. 



O Love, so absolute thy rule — 

So fraught with serfdom's galling chains 
When Trust has fled, and yet remains 

Thy cast, betrayed — ^left lone^ to school — 

Ne'er Earth-wrought barques breast depths of sin- 
E'er naught but wrecks are drifted in ! 
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O hearty give o'er thy base desire 
For hell-bom lust of damning hold 
By woman's love so freely doled — 

Idolatrous, its hold will tire, 

And waiting heart's reproachful cries, 
Ne'er heeded e'en — crushed, bleeding, dies. 



DE PR0FUNDI8. 

''Doomed!^* I sit mehere, and hear that echo still; 

The tear-drops fall, they come without my will. 

For on the morrow, ere the bell tolls eight. 

The hangman's noose awaits me — I hnow my fate : 

I hear the click, click, click, in quick refrain. 

Of the blows struck on that gallows, plain ; 

At every sound, I almost shriek — I start — 

For their death lenell cuts deep into my heart. 

I did not do that deed, but I was found 

With knife in hand, and all around 

That silent form, those gory stains ; 

That horror in my soul remains. 

I had loved Lenoire, but another came 

With wealth in hand and added fame ; 

Her beauty charmed; with wily grace. 

He wooed, ne'er won, for her disgrace 

Was stilled in death : That day we met ; 

Her parting words I'll ne'er forget : 

''I once was pure, my love I sold! 

What have I left? This paltry goldT 

The bell tolls one: 1 can only moan — 

A phrensy seizes me — ^my heart is stone 1 

I hear a footstep just outside my door, 

Is it a friend who will my fate deplore ? 

The warden, and he stands amazed ; 
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"Damon, Damon ! your mind is crazed ! 

Your locks snow white j in one short hour ! 

Trust to your friend, and do not cower : 

I've brought a respite ; hush ! I whisper low — 

Noiv bind me with these bonds, not slow — 

This gag thrust in my mouth — ^but wait. 

You are my brother now : long years his fate 

Has been a mystery ; here — ^these keys — now go ! 

In one short year return ; those locks of snow 

And beard full grown — age creeping on apace, 

Will cover every stain, 'tis no disgrace : 

Farewell — ^my brother, and my every prayer. 

If not on earth, to meet you, ^Over there.' " 

Days, months, crept by, the gibbet shorn of prey, 

Ne'er lost its claim ; no absence could allay 

That burning thirst to execute the law. 

The evidence, so plain, without a flaw. 

A year passed by ; a stranger, bowed with age. 

Born, as of hundreds massed in one — a sage 

Came as a wanderer — a brother found, so true, 

That welcomed him ; no dearth of love he knew : 

But underneath that calm, there crept a flame 

That burned and seethed ; robbed of his name — 

His all but life ; no tie of blood dare wrest 

From out his own, lest hangman urge behest. 

But time rolled on, and ere his head lay low, 

Tho' seared with age, and whitened locks of snow — 

Came to his own. For Death with sickle keen — 

On the alert for culprits, who I ween 

Had courted life alway, his summons brought 

To one, whose every turn, with pleasure fraught ; 

He writhed in torture, the death-dew on his brow. 

And flecked his lips, with blood. "And now 

The truth must out! I did that deed of blood — 

Her life — Lenoire's — it gushed — that crimson flood. 

And drowned my life ! I've lived a death. 

But claim repentence, with my latest breath ! 

/ took her life I and why ? She asked my name, 
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I would not grant her prayer — ^to hide the shame 

I lost my soul ! another bore the stain, 

And sought his innocence to prove, in vain ! 

One boon I ask on earth — ^to see his face. 

To clear his soul of stain, that vile disgrace!" 

''I am here ! now give me back my youth. 

My every hope in life, naught but the truth ! 

I'll hie me back again, the deed is done. 

Yea, I will live a hundred years, in one ! 

'Out of the depths!' — my resurrection morn! 

An opened grave!" — a soul anew is bom. 



GRAY-BEARD. 

Gray-beard sat lone by the wayside 
In the shimmer of noonday sun, 

His all in the kerchief beside him. 
E'en low as the "sands,'' yet to run. 

Iso tears dimmed the eyes of the aged one. 
The fount, erst in deluge, was dry. 

But the visage so seamed showed the entry 
Of tidal waves boisterous and high. 

His heart, but a charnal house, grieving 
O'er hopes buried deeply in woe, 

Ne'er a beat in its intricate moulding 
Answering chords of the long, long ago. 

The cycloid of life, in its bearings. 

Gave naught of the pleasures of earth — 

But a crypt, with its phantom of memory 
Environed in toils by its dearth. 
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All alone ; And the balmy zephyrus 

Cooled gently the weary brain, 
Till dreams, in halcyon framing 

Came creeping, with mission ne'er vain. 

Not Earth, with the wiles of the Tempter, 
Gave birth to the vision in mind. 

Smoothing subtly the care-wrinkled visage. 
Loosing tension of spectres that bind. 

Illumined, the face of the alien 

Estranged from the world's motley van — 
Engulfed in the fancies of dreamland 

Conformed to the pleasure of Man. 

Espied, by the queen of the May-day, 
With retinue freighted with wealth 

So early from forest and meadow 

Plucked e'er from -its Elora by stealth — 

E'en showered him o'er with its sweetness 
While trilling their quaint roundelay. 

Till, wakened by craft of an houri — 
"Welcome, Gray-beard, O welcome is May." 



"Farewell to all cares and afflictions, 

For earth's direct shackles are riven ! 
Freed e'er from its bondage while sleeping ^ 

To waken with angels, in heaven !" 

All ready, the Master, to garner 

His store from the wayside bed. 
For ere floral pastime was ended 

The wanderer. Gray-beard, lay— dead. 
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THE DIVIDE. 

We do not know — ^the mystery unsolved 

Of Death's devoted claim, when earthly riven, 

The mystic Seal unbroken, for involved 

The souPs ecstatic route from earth to heaven. 

We can not know — ^not oped the eternal plan, 
Till crossed, the Styx, abysmed in direful dread. 

And freed from depths, the soul, immortal Man, 
Leaves carrion here to reek, 'midst silent dead. 

We know that "Gate ajar" is promised e'er, 

When sheathed in trust, non-ruptured by earth's foil, 

And tired soul, trammeled with crosses, ne'er, 
Eludes the worldly claim of ceaseless toil. 

'Tis life today ; unseen the great Divide, 
Tho' weary feet are faltering e'er in age ; 

Tomorrow's scope may bring, so close allied, 
The final reckoning on the unwritten page. 



PAY IN' THER PARSON. 

"Wife," said Deacon Lucius Carson, 
"How in h — 1 '11 we pay ther parson ; 
Craps ain't nothirik, barrin' taters — 
Dang 'um all ! fur second raters ; 
Scace a punkin, favored stewin', 
Fit ter tote ter Harvest doin', 
Turnip, squash, nor ruterbegger 
In that air, can cut a figger — 
Pocket's empty : how in thunder 
Kin we pay 'im ? How, I wonder ? 
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Deacon Hardup's in ther jumble, 
Wuth a farm, ter 'ear 'im grumble ; 
Sez he, in secret consultation, 
'Ther Parson wastes, ter beat ther nation,' 
Wy ! jest ez sure ez I am born 
Ther deacon heerd, one airly mom 
Wen waitin' close, 'til arter prayers, 
Ther Parson's Plea, t' ease hiz cares ; 
Hiz prayer wus close ; it hild out full — 
Ef craps ware short an' stint in wool, 
Ter wreck thir pride, 'fore comin' pay up, 
Ez ther church in full, wus toggin' way up : 
An' ter vent hiz wrath on dame Hardup's bonnit 
Wich bore four, five, six f edders on it 
An' a bird 'ith a tail o' Paradise 
'At vied in flauntin', ter scrape ther skies — 
Sech orful pride, 'ith its outcomes, lean, 
'Ud stint ther church ; he felt it keen 
Ez funds ware low, bred by charity's dole, 
An' naught in view t' ease hiz soul : 
He wastes ! fur w'en we're in ther lurch, 
He'd orten tern hiz All ter ther church. 
Now wife, w'en all this airth iz blue. 
Mass wimmen's wit, an 'pull us thro'." 
Quick ter ther front, this august dame 
Bro't willin' hands ; an hundred came 
Ter council meetin's, quiltin's, a score, 
Wich hild out full ; Each hed ther floor 
Ter plot an' plan fur ther comin' raid 
By wich ther Parson mought be paid. 
Fust on the tapis, eked a rafflin'. 
Bandied much, fur fear o' bafflin', 
An' ther lucre gleaned in profit 
Hulped quite some, tho' leetle ov it ; 
Next, ther Harvest doin's glode in, 
Scant in prizes, scace a load in, 
Tho' ther deacons betimes hed met 
To arge petitions ter loose ther wet 
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An' ease ther drout, air craps gin in 
Ter menace keen, fur divers sins — 
But let me tell yer, ther leakage hild, 
Ez in times ov Old, it wus not willed 
'At mortal man should hev a hand 
Ter wreck ther law, so wisely planned ; 
Tho' nary a deacon 'ad hed hiz say. 
But schemed a bit ter hev hiz way. 
Ther next, ter glean, 'at claimed attention, 
Wus fruited in full — An Old Maids' Convention 
Ter barter fur Man hild in single station, 
'Ith hearts heaped in full to end thir probation : 
But ther secret must out, 'twas cut an' dried 
Ter leave nary a bachelor, true an' tried ; 
Tho' ther stint boded want, 'twas kerried by storm, 
Each maid tuk a burden ter fodder an' warm — 
An' all gloated much wile tellin'. 
How ther Parson's rint wus swellin', 
Each, to aim, did divers doin's, 
(Bent on gleanin', air ther ruins 
On a unpaid Parson, smote 'um,) 
A leetle stray, an' hard ter quote 'um. 
An' thir lords, ter hulp 'um out 
Massed thir wit and cast about 
Fur subterfuge, air censure keen 
'Ud brand 'um out, in hulpsome glean — 
An' wen in girt o' Sperits, planned how 
They 'ud imertate a Injun powwow, ^ 

An' claim fur pay, a rale donation 
Ov anythinh o' Man's creation : 
Not strange ter say, the outcome filled 
Ther cavity 'at fate hed willed. 
But w'en proffered, 'ith dire conviction 
That thir need, was full restriction — 
Hild right off, wen pressed 'ith pay. 
From what hed come in sinful way — 
An' come next Sunday, pressed 'um hard 
Ter mend thir ways an' heed ther Ward 
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Wich augured ill Ven scant o' prayr 

Ter swipe a Ransom "Over thar." 

They wriggled much ; he aimed ter hit. 

Each hed a coat 'ith a bran new fit. 

An' air a twelf thmonth flitted by, 

Thir contributions heaped up high ; 

An' nary a Bout wus fiddled in, 

Ther church in full hed cast that sin ; 

An' tithes rolled in fur Parson's pay, 

From hearts scrubbed clean — ther Master's way. 



A ROSARY. 

I sit me here, and sweetest tho'ts 
Are breathed to Him who knows ; 

They're wafted by a gentle breeze. 
Prom the spirit of the rose. 

"What clad thee in this richest garb ? 

Red rose, tell it to me ;" 
An angel whisper : "It's from His blood, 

'Twas shed for thee, for thee." 

"Blush rose, what gave this beauty rare, 

Will you your secret hide ?" 
The softest whisper, wafted sweet, 

"Prom the blushes of a bride." 

"Sweet spirit tell — ^this creamy tint ? 

I list for the faintest breath ;" 
"Bedeck your caskets — strew the way. 

With a semblance unto Death." 

Pure white; methinks where angels dwell, 

This emblem you will see ; 
The way to heaven bestrew with flowers, 

These gems of purity. 

[68] 



A bud, half blown and heaven caressed, 
A wee one's form 'twill see ; 

When the Reaper garners in his own, 
The Gates ajar for thee. 



OLD OCEAN. 

Roll on, roll on, vast monarch of the deep. 
Wind-tossed thy waves, that ne'er can sleep ; 
I hearken to thy ceaseless roar 

With never varying thrills of pride, 
I scan thy surface o'er and o'er 
As on thy briny depths I ride. 

'Tis love, 'tis love that trends thy pebbly shore, 
And revels in the wealth strown heedless o'er ; 
Not selfish with thy treasures rare 

Thou ope'st thine ever boundless store. 
And with the Father's tenderest care 
They're drifted in, from shore to shore. 

I woo thy storm-tossed waves with glee ; 
I mock a breath of fear, from thee ; 

Thou'rt mighty e'en in sullen rest 

When sheathed thy rage by unseen power ; 
The Hand that hold'st each strange behest. 
May ranch thy depths, ere coming hour. 

I peer, and peer, down, down below the ken 

Of all thy nurtured wealth ; Of mortal men ; 

I'm gloated, as with spirit eye 

I pierce the abysms ne'er ope'd before ; 
And wondrous beauties I descry 

Strown broadcast o'er thy rocky floor. 
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'Tis sad — 'tis sad ; cold, cold, uncovered lie 
Thy many victims, banned, in thy rage, to die ; 
They're sleeping, watched by angel band, 

Unmarked, as claimants of the Sod, 
But lettered, by the Almighty Hand 
That wields the all-divining rod. 

Roll on, roll on, thou monarch of the deep, 
While hosts of unseen spirits, endless vigils keep ; 
I'm sated ; as with thunder voice 

The Master holds thee to his will ; 
For, yielding alway to his choice. 
His never varying, "Peace, be Still." 



TEARDROPS, 

A teardrop fell : Would ye know its worth ? 

It dropped from the orb of a mother. 
In pride for her own, in martial array. 

Bonded safe in her heart, as no other. 

They rained, e'en in torrents, for a sorrow keen 

Bent the heart filled with pride for her own — 
For a martyr lay sleeping the sleep of death. 
And a dirge in its wake, but a moan. 

The teardrops fell, cased in sister love. 
For the sailor that braved the deep ; 

An orphan's all, ere the rancorous waves 
iiUred its victim in its keep. 

They fell ; for the wreck of manhood's pride 

Goaded onward the work of woe, 
'Til the fount unceasingly pierced, was dry. 

Bearing love of a wife, in its flow. 
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A HEARTS QUEST. 

A heart, in its fullness, went wooing — 
Yet, a bud, in the spring-time of youth, 

But the strength of its love, in its onset. 
Bore the semblance of age, in its truth. 

So sweet, in its trust, for the transit 
Of hearths true affection and claim. 

And the hope of reciprocal favor 
Was chaste, in its joyance of name. 

So guileless, in seeking its trysting, 
A 'heart, keyed to love-trick, as own — 

Sweet rest in affinity^s home-nest, 
All, all for the questant, so lone. 

It rested, tho^ earth-waves of sorrow 
Swept o'er it and reveled in blood ; 

Tho' the tear-fount was dried, and its flowing 
Drowned the pleasures of life in its flood. 
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They rained for joy as a wanderer came, ^ X^^ 

Thrice welcomed in hearts that were sad; ^4-%.^ 

And the prodigal's lease for weal, ne'er woe, \^ % 
Was drowned in their flow, e'er so glad. 

O, great their worth, for they ease the heart. 

When bursting with sorrow and pain ; 
And when flooded with joy, it oozes forth 

In the teardrops that fall like rain. 

Flooded, the earth, with their briny drops. 

Open founts, loosing heart-strings for wear, 
'Til cased by eternity's boundless Love, 

Reaching forth from the Father's care. 



d 



It lived, tho' the censure of worldling 
Bred hell in the friendship of kin — 

Banned, e'en as the outcast from heaven, 
It clave thro' the stigma of sin. 

Poor heart in affinity's, nestling — 
It's world, in protection and trust. 

Ne'er dreamed of the anguish of parting-- . 
The grave as a claimant for lust — 

Till Death, in his ruthless endeavor 
To wreck all his rage, in a trice, 

Wrenched affinity's love-lock asunder — 
A judgment, naught else would suffice. 

# Alone, this tried heart, and its life-throbs 
Ne'er answering a call,. for its own. 
Grew faint e'en — and fainter — ^till tension 
Held naught in its wake but a moan. 

'Twas broken ; and life-blood, ^s flood tide, 
Went out in its woe — earth-hold, riven. 

And the soul-love, so true to its trysting. 
In its reflex, scored affinity's heaven. 



ELENE. 

Hark ! Do I hear it ? a wee one's voice ; 

A girl, as I live ! Can I have no choice ? 

But I'll welcome the stranger ; "How do you do ? 

Where do you hail from ? for you look quite new!" 

I put my ear close to the baby mouth, 

And an angel whispered : "She came from the South, 

Where the balmy breezes o'erlap the earth, 
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Cuddle her close, heaven gave her birth. 

She's a wee one, mother, note well her size — 

Such tiny hands, and pansy-blue eyes ; 

She is only lent, with a message fraught, 

To guide toward heaven, each tiny thought'' 

"What shall we name her ? If I only knew 

An angel's name, from beyond the Blue ; 

A gem, embossed by the master Hand, 

And kissed by lips of the angel band." 

That prayer went home, an answer came 

For that darling child — an angel's name. 

The clouds were rift ; a seraph peeped through. 

And smiled in her glee : ^^My name will dp :" 

Tucked under the wing of a carrier-dove, 

Came way from heaven, that gift, with love. 

The sweetest gem that a seraph could glean 

From its treasure-trove nesting, the name — ^Elene. 



PATENTED. 

Mine ; for those vows have been spoken, 

That fetter each link of our love ; 
Unendless that chain, and each rivet, 

Is clinched, by a power from above. 

Mine ; and each link of that love chain, 

Crept down from that "Great white Throne;" 

And the faintest chime of vibration. 
Has an answering chord in my own. 

'Tis true ; she is mine, that pure maiden, 
I'll not 'waken and find it a dream; 

I list, and my heart breathes an answer, 
Unchangeless : Pauleme! Pauleme! 
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A rose-bud I've plucked, wet with dewdrops, 
Sweet emblem, first love; "Does it seem, 

That love, like this heaven caressed jewel, 
Could wither and die, sweet Pauleme ?" 

From heaven, I await the true answer, 
How quickly those messages fly ; 

'Tis whispered, so sweet, by a spirit — 
''Pure love, like the soul, cannot die." 

Pure white, and 'tis mossed, for my darling. 
One hour, in this life, she's been mine ; 

"Dear Father, O grant us a respite, 
These hearts, so cemented, are thine." 

I'll steal in upon her so softly, 

With this first gift ; a token of love, 

"My beautiful bride, I am here by your side- 
Sweet Pauleme, my pure white dove !" 

But why this strange silence ? I'm kneeling— 

I list for the faintest breath ; 
''Pauleme! Pauleme! I do not dream! 

My darling, the bride of Death f" 



Dead! — dead But one short hour ago. 

She lived, and moved, and had a being, 

But now Death claims her for his own ; 

I only gasp, and not one stifled moan 

Escapes me ; no briny tear drops start ; 

Pauleme ! Pauleme ! — the idol of my heart ! 

This pulseless form, this beauty rare, 

Ere the last notes of that unanswered prayer 

Had reached its bourn, was stilled in death ; 

Cold! — cold! no answering smile or faintest breath. 

"In spirit come Pauleme, breath but one word !" 

A whisper came, its softest tones I heard — 

"Elon, call forth thy mastered art, just now, 



And paint that form, that alabaster brow 
In lifelike lines ; paint it so true, 
That Death, robbed of his prey, will woo 
That pictured form." "Quick my good pencil, now ! 
From heaven I hear a message, and I bow 
To thy sweet will ; full well I know. 
Without thy aid, immersed in woe. 
This faltering hand, shorn of its skill, 
Ne'er feels its power, without thy will. 
She sleeps that last long sleep, while I, 
Feeling thy spirit presence nigh. 
Will trace upon this canvas that sweet form, 
With every added charm, and warm 
With the rich tints in life, that glow 
As if caressed ; they ebb and flow, 
'Till the whole soul is lost in maze, 
All thro' the heart, its witchery plays : 
I'll make it Life; my own Pauleme — 
And in those eyes I'll throw a gleam 
Of sweet love-light ; Ah ! a smile 
On those sweet lips, my hours beguile. 
'Tis finished, but it does not satisfy; 
"Sweet spirit come, O tell me why !" 
'Tn that mute form, breathe but a breath. 
And make that bosom heave with life, not death," 
A sigh, a gasp, a groan ; ere that soul fled, 
In phrensy breathed that one word — patented. 
"The patent, God's," the spirit whispered low — 
"And mortals vainly seek their lamhent power to show ; 
To Own immortal souls, the life He'll give. 
And wreck usurj^er's trend, that seeks inanimate, to live." 
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MORTGAGED. 

The die is cast : Home is not home no more ; 

A lowering cloud has gathered with its gloom- 
A death-net, with its never-ending mesh 

That lures the unwary to their final doom. 

Ne'er thought I, in the happy days gone by 
That traitorous debt could creep in unaware, 

And with its venom etch the unbeaten path 
Which terminates the journey, in a snare. 

Erst, when the Pilgrim Fathers came to land 
And cast their lot near broad Atlantic's soil, 

A lowly home sprang from the wildest waste, 
And widened e'er by industry and toil. 

From sire to son in own succession traced 

'Til blooming in a haven of wondrous worth, 
For centered in its girth, an all-absorbing love- 



Fashioned to wear in full, the emblem of its birth. 

'Tis mine no more : I feel the icv clutch alwav 
Of mortgage due and naught in lieu of trust. 

And misery lurks, for bounden duty plain 
Ne'er loses aught, when prest by claim so ju*. 

Freighted with care, the days pass quickly by 
That bring me nearer to the fated hour. 

When other hands will till the sacred soil 

E'er hallowed as a doubly cast primeval dower. 

My only home on earth — a claimant of the sod 
Which pent dimensions eke no worldly wealth ; 

Whose habitation shunned by mortal Man — 

Ne'er claimed by mortgage due — e'en by stealth. 
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Hark ! 'tis a voice I hear whose dulcet strains 
Eecall my troubled soul from out its gloom^ 

And bids me grasp that never-ending hold 

Which breaks the barriers of the dreaded tomb. 

"From dust thou art, to dust thou shalt return ;" 
Earth holds no scope of the unyielding Power 

Whose hold on mortgaged soul, quit claims 

When compassed by Earth's wealth of but an hour. 

I dash the cup held temptingly, the while 
Allurements cull whatever, by Master given, 

To swell the great eternity's Utopian strains 
Perfected ne'er on earth, tho' oft have striven. 

No home ? — ^f aint heart dismiss all harrowing care, 
So deeply tinctured with Earth's poisonous leaven, 

The Hand that holds the mortgage due on soul. 
For goodly deeds indites — foreclosed for Heaven. 



A RETROSPECT. 

Twenty-five years! — ^how the time rolls by; 
It seems but a dream since you and I 
At the altar stood and plighted our troth. 
But time brings its changes, and we are not wroth. 
As time waits for no man — e'en crowds on apace, 
And on heart, form, and feature, e'er leaves its trace. 
Through the vista of years with its sorrow and care. 
Our day-dreams crept forth, and before well aware. 
They widened and spread o'er a broad domain — 
Were caught by our love and boimd with its chain. 
Far back, in my musings my thoughts now are cast — 
Not a vestige of tears for those days that are past, 
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Those halcyon days fraught with pleasure — ^but then 

They are gone, tho' remembrance sweeps o'er me again ; 

To-night tiiose old visions come back at their will, 

Through those twenty-five years ; what a space it would fill 

If the Hand of our Maker who has jotted each thought. 

Would reveal every item ; could their richness be bought ? 

Ah, no ! far more precious than silver or gold. 

Those gems of our memory, so deftly enrolled. 

Twenty-five years leaves its wrinkles and lines, 

But the ripening years with their sorrows entwines 

Our affection, in full, while the tendrils e'er cling 

To the intricate nesting its holding will bring. 

In the fullness of heart we e'en number our joys — 

The dearest of all are our girls and our boys ; 

In our day-dreams, those jewels, far back in our lives, 

Were bom to be Presidents, and Presidents' wives: 

The future's before them, but what will they glean 

In the drama of life, is unwritten, I ween ; 

They are Rulers, in truth, ne'er the secret I'll hide, 

'Tis Love wields the scepter, its power, their guide ; 

We have cared for them fitly, and when we are old. 

Their return, for the aged, will its beauty unfold. 

Twenty-five years has its sorrows and cares — 

Let me whisper it softly — its own vacant chairs ; 

While I think o'er its changes, the tears come at will, 

As we list for sweet voices whose music is still, 

Tho' the cadence in heart in its rythmical tone 

Is the soul's dearest solace, in the waiting, so lone, 

To-morrow's to-day ere the change grapples thought, 

To ballast the measure its cunning has wrought ; 

E'er we yield to the changes, let them come as they may, 

Hope paints a bright sunset for the closing of Day ; 

The Hand that has guided is gloved, but I know, 

He will guide through the ripening years of Snow. 
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WAS WITH DEATH. 

Avaunt, grim Death ! Unloose thy icy clutch, which e'er 

Thy toothsome viand munches — slumbering ne'er ; 

Already, in the hour of darksome ill and direst pain. 

To band thy deadly talons in an endless chain : 

Uncanny, in thy venomous power, I woo thee not, 

Still, stealthily, thou creepest, in ravenous glut, I wot. 

Till, sated with the dregs of Earth, thou leavest the carrion here, 

That tears may bathe the silent form borne on the somber bier. 

Avaunt ! thy icy fetters fester, and creeps a deathly chill 

Which bodes thy unseen power, thy conquering will 

As claimant unrestrained ; with sickle whetted keen, 

Thy victim low to earth is laid, in haste to glean : 

The wiles of mortals, framed with unerring care. 

Canst stay thy ravage — ne'er thy folds ensnare, 

Tho' oft repeated tests which skill of mortals show, 

To gauge thy seeming lust, repress thy carnal woe. 

Back to thy haunt! Unhand me. Death — 

Give o'er thy cherished scheme ! — ^this bating breath 

Bodes ill of Earth's most treasured hold. 

Armed cap-a-pie with Thy relentless wold ! — 

The die is cast ; the throes of pain near o'er — 

No truce can stay its bent, its pennon lower ; 

T hear the sullen roar of river, Dark, 

And etched on throbbing brain, the ready barque ; 

The lonely boatman's watch — his tireless wait, 

Too soon will reap reward, for ne'er too late ; 

This godlike form, moulded by Master's will, 

Too soon will cleat the Eternal call, its mission fill : 

The silent tomb, the spoil of Death's own wage, 

Has naught but mouldering clay — a carnal page 

Whose written lore, well timed, all mortals learn, 

"For, dust thou art, and unto dust thou shalt return." 



[791 



LOVE, VERSUS GOLD. 

Two lovers, had I, in youth's morning, 
When hearts temper sweetly, with care, 

Ere the bloom is brushed roughly from budlet — 
In its weakness, unfitted for wear. 

Two lovers : But onej in the contest. 

Must lose, for another to gain, 
For love, with a dart from its quiver 

Aims surely — ^ne'er dealing in pain. 

One lover, from o'er the broad ocean, 
Proffered title, with palace to grace. 

For love hath its charms without ending. 

E'er is matchless, when ^^ Fortune's your face/' 

Must cleave every heart-string from loved ones, 
Ne'er greet the dear friends as of yore, 

Raise a barrier high as Blue heaven. 
Banned — a message from shore to shore. 

For a title — to lose e'en the home ties, 
Naught but silence — miles, miles apart, 

Would crush the wise plan of life's mission. 
And leave — ^but a "Grave in the heart." 

But a tiller of soil, in life's vineyard. 

Was the lover so brawny and true 
That tendered his cot by the hillside 

With the home of my childhood in view. 
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Two lovers to weigh in the balance — 
A palace 'gainst love's strongest hold, 

And the heart yet unscathed by a worldling, 
In the test, balanced Love, 'gainst the Gold. 

Ne'er a pang for a crown, o'er the ocean. 
For love, in its wealth, sates the soul 

And tempers the winds to the shorn one 
Till the "Waves of Eternity roll." 
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AD VALOREM. 

A great man died : his loss a nation mouraed. 
For, ohroni^cled his deeds upon the hight of fame ; 

And myriads thronged to form the cortege, slow, 

That answered query oft in mind — What's in a name ? 

A great man died : 'twas borne o'er ocean's wave, 
For surplus, filled his coffers e'er, of gold ; 

But worth of mind, God-given, in loving tmst, 
iN'e'er entered in the mart where soul was sold. 

A great man died : ne'er fame or gold, in store. 
But deeds of kindness glutted e'er the lowliest cot ; 

And held in heart, memorial of his name, 

Tributes of love — ^nature's bequests from poor-man's lot. 

Ne'er fame of earth, unmixed with godlike deeds, 
Will reach the thronged land where ransomed dwell ; 

For barred the scope of talent's perjured hold 
On worldly routes whose terminus is — ^hell. 

The rich man died : withheld from parched tongue 
The cooling draught — ^insatiate judgment e'er ; 

Eternity of darkness — ^naught but direst pijin 
Which loosens hold on soul of tortured, ne'er. 

The lowliest son of toil, in fullness, meet, 
Eevels in hope, for weighed in balance true. 

Not wanting, found — his happiness complete, 
Old things are passed away — all things are new. 
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AUTUMN LEAVES. 

Falling, falling, in all their wealth 
Of beauty-tinted, e'en piebald loan. 

And nature e'er gives quick release. 
For use, in all its art, has flown — 

Only as blanket for daisies' keep. 
And sleeping Life, till downy spread 

In feathery flakes of beauteous mold, 
Falls lightly e'en o'er lowliest bed. 

Stilly, they fall, no murmuring e'er, 
As loosed from hold of mother-breast 

They lose the life of nurtured bliss — 
E'en zephyrs wiles — so oft caressed. 

Only a change of nature's dole. 

For mother-earth calls back her own 

And gives return in newness, bright — 
E'er painted true, in heavenly tone. 

I do not weep at nature's change. 
It's bareness, all — ^f or well I know, 

Tho' stripped of beauty-tinted foil 

'Twill eke its worth, in spring-times blow. 

Nature, in all thy phases, cast. 
Perfected — in own way adorn ; 

Thy change, in semblance unto death. 
Awaits the resurrection morn. 
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OUR MABTYB8. 

Boom ! boom ! boom 1 'Tis the camion's roar 

With a dirge in its wake, that I hear, 
And the martial strains with echoing chords 

Bring naught but a pang and a tear ; 
For each strain is replete with harrowing tho'ts 

Eeaching hearts filled with sorrow and pain, 
For the brave Boys that answered their country's call- 

Our loved ones — our heroes — our slain. 

We gave them with pride, for a rancorous foe 

Sought a nation's best hopes to destroy. 
And with Eoman-like will, we tendered a price, 

With a conscience unmixed with alloy j 
But sad, sad, the heart, at the bugle's last peal 

That called forth the final good-by. 
When sorrow, in deluge, swept o'er the tried soul 

Till the fount, in its anguish, was dry. 

The North and the South in harmony sweet. 

Have yielded the hand-clasp, and pray, 
.That the pitying Father look lovingly down — 

There are tears for our Blue, and their Gray. 
Again in its wrath, has the war-cloud dark 

Burst in fury o'er land tried and true. 
But the brave Boys that sleep 'til the judgment-day. 

In love, are watched o'er from the "Blue." 

They sleep their last sleep— ;but memory sweet 

A rare offering yields, e'en in showers. 
For spring-time is clad in its richness of bloom 

And we scatter their beds e'er with flowers. 
But wait : For the brave Boys in battle array 

Who rest 'midst the wealth of the deep. 
Go freight a huge craft and strew by the way — 

Old Ocean will waft where they sleep. 
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Other martyrs have we in renwmbrance sweet, 

Lincoln— Garfield — McKinley, we name, 
Who need not the wealth of the fast fading flowers — 

Deeds — embossed on the annals of Fame^j^ 
Tho' we cover theoi o^er with the richest of bloom 

As we yield to onr nation's behest. 
All alike ; e'er the lowly combine with the Great 

As we honor our loved ones, at rest. 



HEAVENLY GIFTS. 

A beautiful sunbeam, peeping through, 
Saw the sweetest sight, from her home of Blue ; 
Angels, were scattering gifts, to the earth, 
Gifts gleaned in heaven, of priceless worth. 

'Twas a gala day, and with sweetest song. 
They trilled their tra la las, passing along 
With their cuddled gifts, from the heaven above ; 
One beautiful seraph's gift, was Love. 

"I'll give my love to my mother dear, 
I was only lent, and her home is drear ;" 
She loosed the cords ,and that mother knew, 
That her heart was filled from beyond the Blue. 

One darling angel, as she peeped from her lair, 
Said : "I have a gift for ^Golden Hair ;' " 
With a wish for success, and a sweet caress, 
It was wafted to earth ; A Poetess. 

A mother thought : "Can it be wrong. 
To ask for my child, that sweet gift, Song ?" 
A burst of song of the sweetest note 
Was trilled to earth by a seraph's throat. 
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A dear one knelt; "In iny Father's name, 
I ask from heaven, that sweet gift. Fame :" 
A teardrop fell; the Father knew best; 
He called that loved one home, to rest. 

The moonbeams fell, they had scattered them all ; 
"Where are my dear ones ?" they heard the call— 
"We are going home to the heaven above. 
We'll come again with our gifts of love." 



LIFE. 



Spring, with effulgence, comes to claim her own, 
And recks not that her stay is but a span, 

For etched by the almighty Hand bespoke. 
Its own succession, bonded by his Plan. 

The lullaby of Spring ne'er loses note. 
For cradled with the all protecting care 

Of sweetest mother-love, which tendrils bind 
Its cadence, massed for the eternal wear. 

The Summer-time of life comes on apace, 
With all its wealth of ever-fading bloom ; 

Its march is onward, bearing in the strife 
The emblem, Youth, adherent of the tomb. 

It ebbs and flows, bound by a martial tie 
To raunch the depth of beauty held in store. 

But ere aware, in lieu, exhausts its own, 

Its fading splendor casts ; Our Summer is no more. 

Autumn, with richness, follows in its wake. 

And bears its weight of years with inborn pride ; 

Tho' freighted e'er with care, no malice bears 
To mar the etchings, Time has failed to hide. 
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O depth of beauty, quick, unfold thy worth. 
Ere coining blasts proclaim thy duties o'er ! 

Loose ev'ry chord of symphony, held dear, 
To chant a requiem, when Autumn is no more. 

Winter : 'Tis cold, for Age has gleaned its wealth, 
And naught of fruitage, save the Maker's own 

White-mantled coverlet, is ope'd to view; 
E'en Autumn's beauteous charms have flown. 

The age-capped blasts of Winter culls its own, 
For erst awearied with the earthly strife. 

And eager claimants of the promised crown 
Are gladly heralded into the eternal Life. 



OPTIMISM. 



"All's for the best," tho' our pathway be dreary, 

And summer's fair flowers ne'er strovm o'er our way- 
It yieldeth its harvest and awaits transient culler. 
All bonded in Truth to our choice — if we may. 

Brave hearts, in the warfare of life, ne'er are weary 
Tho' cyclones of sorrow cast drift, o'er their way. 

But first, in the rank, breast the storms to the harbor 
Where all have a share in the Trust — ^if we may. 

'Tis darkest, ere dawn lifts its curt&in, revealing 
A flood, in its wake — torn hearts in the fray. 

The sunshine of life, smelting hearts long awearied, 
And all may bathe freely, in Hope — if we may. 

The Armor of Faith, glittering e'er in its sunshine. 
Scatters foe — ^turns the darkness of night into day; 

Ne'er obscured by a cloud — ^in view a blest haven, 
^All, sheltered from earth's fiercest storms — if we may. 
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RECOMPENSE. . - ^ 

.A 

KoU on, roll on O ceaseless time, '% 

Complete the All-wise plan, 
Which, measured by His rule exact. 

Gives life e'er but a span. 

Its web, filled e^er with earnest care. 

From woof of nature's worth. 
Fills life with happiness, replete 
With choicest gifts of earth. 

The texture of our daily web, 

Flecked o'er with toil and care. 
Portends the scope of mortal will 

To cleat the Eternal wear. 

Woven in hope of heavenly bliss. 

This fabric of the soul, 
And quick unrolls from earthly beam 

To reach its treasured goal. 

'Tis life to-day — ere morrow's sun, 

Tried soul's portended web 
May loose its hold of direful ills, 

Ride Jordan, in its ebb. 

For all — a promise fitly given — 

And soul reclaimed, from hence. 
Gives e'er a gladsome shout of joy, 

His love, the recompense. 



[871 



PAYING, A8 YOU 00. 

This life is full of trouble, complete the list of ills 
Which creep upon us unawares, all crevices it fills, 
And naught can stay its ravage, its harbinger of woe. 
But filling in the chinks with care — ^paying, as we go. 

Decrepit in our manner of dealing with the spoil, 
Wrought by the hand of labor by industry and toil. 
We blotch our Earthly credit and swell the bulk of woe. 
By swerving from a Trust imposed — spaying, as we go. 

Ne'er debt, with all its horrors : When summing up the dues 
That retch the hearts of sundry folk, give nightaares, bom of 

blues, 
A gladness creeps into the soul, that ousts that deadly foe. 
In knowing that we 'scape the ban, by paying, as we go. 

What reck ye? when in judgment brought, for arrearages 

named debts, 
And naught in line of payment — a dearth of Earth's assets. 
What measure will be meted, to cause the Oup's overflow. 
That erst, mought readily have won — ^by paying, as you go. 

The measure that ye mete to man demands intrinsic worth. 
If close allied to Godly aim — encompassed in its girth. 
For naught can stay the edict — "Depart !" — eternal woe, 
But balancing your Earthly dues, and paying, as you go. 



''CANDIDA PAZr 

Minnehaha, resurrected 
From the land of the Dacotahs, 
Hath a message full of sorrow, 
Told by one who wandered with her. 
Wandered in the land of shadows. 
Photographs, by God's own Hand ; 
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And that Hand traced pictures also, 

Of the deeds done in the body, 

And the imageries conned in dreamland, 

Framed, and hung by cords of gold. 

On the gilded walls of heaven. 

And His sad ; shall I relate it ? 

Close beside those glorious visions 

Made by X-rays from the sun, 

Were the faults of this fair maiden, 

Which, enlarged by traitorous tongue 

And spread broadcast, o'er hill and dale. 

Ne'er could be collected ; 

For the mind made pictures of them. 

Which were hung on memory's wall — 

Though forgiven, not forgotten, 

Latent until resurrected. 

That lorn maiden, Wahalayah, 

In her anguish, glancing eastward, 

Said in accents full of sorrow: 

"O my Father, I am weary 

And my heart is full of anguish. 

Take me to your home in heaven !" 

And the spirit of the winds made answer : 

"Yes, my weary one, I'm waiting, 

Come ye to your home in heaven — 

I am waiting for the awearied." 

"But the way is dark, my Father, 

Not a ray is penetrating, 

Not a star shines in the heavens :" 

'T will guide thee, O my loved one. 

Put your trust in God, your Father, 

And the way will not seem lonely. 

For his watchful care is o'er thee — 

He will guide thee to the heaven. 

Where the aweary are at rest." 

"Yes my Father, I will heed thee. 
Take my hand, and gently lead me." 
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And that soul; that winter's nighty 
Broke its bonds, and took its flight ; 
Kneeling; and with hands uplifted; 
Close around; the snow had drifted ; 
Cold and stark; her form was here, 
!N'aught but angels hovering near; 
Watchful, for centered in the air; 
From lips now mute ; That frozen prayer. 



WE RULE. 

Thy horologe, O Time, ne'er varying in trust, 

Has marked on dial, true, a nation's birth, 
Whose manumitted hosts of servile keep 

Proclaim, in truth, the mightiest of earth — 
For freemen bold, are we, of lieage lent 

By noblest sires of Revolutionary fame 
Who fought and bled for freedom's changeless hold, 

And gave America her ever-treasured name. 

Our juggernaut of state rolls on, relentless e'er. 

When intervention seeks to stay its seemly course, 
And recks not, e'en tho' menaced e'er by foe 

Whose every stronghold reeks in serfdom's source 
Whose power, begat from court of crowned king. 

Holds sway, in tie of blood, since world begun — 
Ne'er, commoner aspires the scepters power to wield — 

Its kingly rule, in trust, d^cends from sire to son. 

The right of way is ours, to transient power — 

The lowliest e'en may rule in learned might ; 
And millions bow in honor to intrinsic worth, 

Court favor with the sons of toil, and deem it right. 
Not lineage can rate the wealth of noble mind 

Nor build the jagged steps by which we climb, 
But true succession molds the weight of brain — 

The architect, that e'er eludes the scath of time. 
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